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One: 
 
I guess in one way or another we spend our whole lives trying to mean something. 

To matter. 
And it’s this constant battle to be someone who is worthwhile which spurs us on 

to take the challenge which comes with every new day. 
‘It’s not who people think you are that matters,’ is what Liam Gray always tells me 

over dinner at least once a week. ‘It’s what you do.’ 
Liam’s like that though. He doesn’t care what people say about him at all – and 

they say some pretty bad things – but it’s harder for me, I guess. 
He says it’s because I’m in high school, and that years from now it won’t matter 

than people think I am a total dork and girls barely notice me. That’s all very well for him 
because no one thinks he’s a dork, and girls are generally all over him. 

Regardless, when he says this, I just short of nod and shove food in my mouth so 
he doesn’t expect more of a response than this. 

Liam does that. He acts like my dad when he’s not.  
I mean sure, he’s probably the closest thing I have to a father figure but my life is a 

whole lot more complicated than that. 
Liam is super rich. You’d think that would be hugely helpful to making kids at 

school like me, but it’s not. In fact if anything, being dropped off every morning in Liam’s 
huge black limousine is sort of less beneficial to my social life. This is because everyone 
stares and makes comments about how I think I’m better than everyone. 

I don’t, but whatever. 
Anyway, so from morning until midafternoon I’m sort of trapped in the classrooms 

of Lion’s Private Academy which is fine because once I survive the day, the nights get a 
whole lot more interesting. 

Liam and I watch a lot of sitcoms. It’s what we do, I guess. In his massive living 
room, eating microwave popcorn. But in the furthest corner of this enormous space is a 
single black telephone. 

And it’s this single black telephone which rings. 
And it’s when this single black telephone rings, that Liam and I go super quiet, and 

he gets up and puts the popcorn on the side table. 
He wanders towards the phone, answers it, speaking in his most level voice; 

‘hello?’ 
There’s this long silence, and I always try to distinguish words even though I never 

can. 
‘Alright.’ Liam concludes, ‘we’re on our way.’ 
And then he looks at me, and gestures to the door, and I get up and we leave the 

popcorn and the sitcoms and we head into the hallway. 
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Once there, Liam crosses over to this huge painting at the end of the corridor of 
him – at like seven years old or something – with his long since dead parents from whom 
he inherited billions of dollars, and places his hand on the canvas. 

There’s a cool whoosh as the whole end wall groans apart like some kind of hatch 
or something revealing an elevator lift shaft. 

Liam will always turn to me and grin with that look he always gives and then I grin 
back and we step inside. 

And then the elevator door slides shut and rockets who-knows-how-many floors 
down and opens in a massive control room filled with monitors, and screens and all kinds 
of chrome covered things. 

Then Liam Grey and I change into wicked cool costumes and get into the wicked 
cool chrome car and we go and save the city. 

Because we’re super heroes. 
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Two: 
 
‘I don’t know why you don’t let me drive the Silver Shadow.’ I say for like the 

hundredth time that week, ‘I have my license and everything.’ 
‘You’re sixteen, Roe.’ Liam reminds me, as he shifts gear, ‘not going to happen.’ 
‘You never let me do anything!’ I protest, because I swear he doesn’t. 
Liam laughs at this, and I fiddle with my utility belt because I’m annoyed at him. 
He trusts me to fight crime as his masked sidekick but when it comes to letting me 

test drive this ridiculously awesome vehicle? I get a flat no – it’s almost ironic. 
Besides, he should trust me, I’m basically him. 
I have long since come to terms with the fact that my life is never going to be 

normal. Given I’m the legal ward, not to mention exact clone of Liam Grey – the world’s 
most richest man ever – and that he’s got this doubly identity as ‘The Wolf’ who is this 
super cool super hero who beats up bad guys.  

I, as you have probably guessed, am Dare, the Wolf’s sidekick, or 2IC, as I like to 
call it which stands for Second in Charge and sounds a whole lot better than the term 
‘sidekick.’  

I’ve lived with Liam my whole life in his massive mansion on the outskirts of the 
massive metropolis that is Lionsbrink City.  

Being a clone sounds way worse than it is.  
I mean there are pros and cons to everything.  
Sure I get like a really accurate glimpse of what I’m going to look like at thirty five, 

which sort of ruins the surprise of life but at least I know that I’m going to go bald any 
time soon. 

Liam’s story is the typical I-had-this-really-emotionally-ruining-thing-happen-to-
me-during-childhood-which-is-associated-with-the-death-of-my-parents-and-I-have-
since-inherited-billions-of-dollars-which-was-hugely-helpful-in-turning-the-underground-
of-my-mansion-into-a-headquarters-and-invent-an-altar-ego-who-fights-crimes story. 

When he was like… twenty something he nearly died and realized that as much as 
he had been a lone wolf up until this point – super-hero-name-related-pun-there – things 
would be a whole lot easier if he had someone to give him a hand. 

Liam had very little desire to get married or settle down or have a family even so 
he paid off some totally immoral scientist to clone him. 

I was the result of that clone. 
Liam was as adverse to the idea of dealing with a baby as he was to being married, 

setting down and having kids. As a result I was left in some test-tube like thing for a bit 
experiencing accelerated growth and entered the world as a fully grown seven year old. 

It was weird. 
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What’s also weird is that Liam chose to call me Romulus which is the stupidest 
name I’ve ever heard – and I have found is basically the opinion of nearly everyone else 
who hears it – so I refuse to be called anything but Roe. 

Unless I’m out, costumed, fighting crime, then I’m Dare.  
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Three: 
 
Things didn’t go how they ought to have gone that night, and I think this was why 

things happened how they did. 
There’s never really been a ‘big time criminal’ in our city. Not really. I mean we’ve 

got Reoffenders. That’s what we call the bad guys who don’t seem to learn their lesson 
the first time and come back for more once they’ve either escaped prison or are out on 
probation. 

But the Wolf and Dare never had an Arch-Nemesis.  
Of course all of that would change that night. Sort of. 
It was dark, and wet, and my boots kept slipping on the rooftops as we pursued 

our enemy through the rain. 
Liam was ages ahead of me, because he was faster and his boots weren’t slipping 

like mine. 
It seemed a pretty simple situation.  
Some random group of guys dressed in black had broken into the city museum 

and stolen some equally random set of knives from some dull exhibit. 
Only I am a super hero so these kinds of things while boring to be are things I am 

supposed to care about. 
We had them on the run – we always have them on the run – and I was stoked 

because I’d be home with enough time to catch another episode of my favorite show 
before I’d have to do my English homework. 

Ahead of me, the bad guys leaped rather suddenly downwards, perhaps 
suspecting they’d lose us a little easier down there amidst the cars and bystanders. 

Most small time bad guys think that’ll be the case. 
But I didn’t know it then, but these weren’t small time bad guys. 
The Wolf drew out his grapple gun and shot it upwards, before throwing himself 

off of the side of the building after them. 
I brought up the rear – as usual – and since I didn’t have a grapple gun I just 

jumped and tumbled down. I landed in a horrendous smelling puddle in some side street. 
The Wolf was already tearing into combat. Fists and kicks and jerks and fantastic 

weapons that he’d invented which had been clipped to his utility belt were all used. 
The black clad men staggered back, stumbling, and toppling over. 
Of course I was in amongst the action, at the Wolf’s side as always. I felt best this 

way. After all, this was everything I’d been trained for. Made for. 
We finished them off pretty quickly.  
The Wolf identified the particular bad guy who’d grabbed the knives, stalked over 

and grabbed a hold of the massive wooden case in which the knives were stored. 
He turned back to me and despite the latex mask over his face I knew Liam was 

grinning. 
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There was nothing like that Post-Bad-Guy-Ass-Kicking feeling, believe me. 
‘Nice!’ I said, dusting myself off and surveying our work. I’d have high fived Liam 

but he’s not the High Fiving type. 
There were six of them. All lying face down now, waiting for the cops to show.  
‘Yeah, well,’ Liam was saying. 
I fiddled with my stun gun, trying to look cool, because it was general about now 

that the press caught up with us and snapped a bunch of photos for the paper. 
Liam kept talking, he always liked to capitalize on the minutes after we’ve totally 

dominated some villain to make grand statements and advice. 
I half listened, because I was; one, trying to look impressive for when the cameras 

showed and two, had noticed something pretty weird. 
 Alongside one of the fallen bad guy’s legs there was a kind of sparking. 
Sparking. Like a mechanical sparking. 
Which was weird because people don’t usually spark at the knee. Or anywhere 

else for that matter. 
While Liam babbled, I slipped my stun gun into its holster, and wandered over to 

the bad guy in mention. 
I had just bent low enough to take a closer look at the strange flashing, when 

there was a loud WHACK! And I was sent toppling over, my ears ringing. 
Liam snapped back from his musings and darted into action as the remaining black 

clad baddies lumbered up again. I’d landed in another pool of water but was pretty 
quickly on my feet again. 

That hit had hurt, I considered, rubbing my now split lip. That had hurt really bad. 
Liam was already surrounded and was on the offensive again and I, with a 

suspicion creeping up the back of my spine drew my stun gun again and took aim, 
shooting the figure with the glittering knee. 

Nothing. 
He didn’t even flinch. 
‘Wolf!’ I shouted, growing a little nervous now, ‘They’re not real!  
He shot a look over at me, confused, ‘What!?’ 
‘They’re robots!’ I reiterated, because it hadn’t come out right the first time, ‘Like 

in movies!’ that was a stupid thing to say. Not sure why I said that. 
The Wolf seemed perplexed, even beneath the mask, but continued to fight. My 

shouting had drawn the robot’s attention to me now, and two or three began to 
advance. 

Perfectly aware that my stun gun would offer no aid at all, I balled my hands into 
fists, ready to fight. They set on me, and scrambled to land injuries of any kind but the 
thing was that I was Dare. 

Dare was fast. Faster than these mechanical henchmen at least. 
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Darting in and out of their attacks, I edged back further and further, shooting the 
occasional glance over towards Wolf. 

It was weird.  
We’d never fought bad guys like this before. Generally our enemies were flesh and 

blood. There was no one quite… evil enough, or perhaps smart enough in the city to 
create robotic henchmen to do their dirty work. 

It was all a little strange. 
I had just settled upon this fact when there was a sudden shout. 
Liam, from across the ally way, wrestling free from the black clad figures just as 

someone else appeared. 
Someone else, who was tall, and limber, and wore a navy blue suit and arching 

black cape. 
Cool, I thought, because Liam never let me have a cape and I was a little jealous. 
The navy uniformed figure had leapt down from above us, and landed with his 

boots clattering in the pools of rain.  
The Wolf geared up, curling his hands into fists prepared to fight whoever this 

was, suspecting as I had, that whoever they were, they’d be behind the knives and the 
robots thing. 

Then, the worst thing happened. 
I could see red and blue, because the cops had showed. Usually this was the point 

where we’d stand back and admire our work as the police arrested the criminals. 
But it was different. This time was different. 
This time, with the whole scene captured beneath streetlamps and the flashing of 

police cars just beyond the ally way, there was a gun shot. 
Everything sort of slowed down, at least in my mind. 
I turned, just in time to see Liam stumble backwards, as if he’d tripped or 

something. But he hadn’t tripped because I could see a huge red welt growing across his 
chest. 

Liam had been shot. 
The thought didn’t make sense at all. My brain kind of jammed up. I think I must 

have shouted or something. I probably did. The robots fell on me from all sides, and I 
struggled to evade them but I guess I wasn’t strong enough. 

My whole world kind of dissolved all around me, in amongst flashing police lights 
and rain. 

I was knocked unconscious, and when I woke, my entirely life had changed. 
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Four: 
 
There’s this kind of unspoken atmosphere that settles when someone dies. 
I could feel it the moment I woke in that hospital bed. 
There were machines all around me, and everything beeped and wheezed and 

flashed. 
Every part of me also hurt or was bandaged or stitched back together. 
Here’s the thing about my city.  
It’s always been a kind of Saturday Morning Cartoon kind of crime fighting city.  
I’m not sure why that was because I knew that there were other places in the 

world where criminals were a lot more serious and people got shot and they had Arch-
Nemeses. 

But our city that never been that kind of city. 
No one ever died, not ever. In fact, Liam had always told me that the first rule was 

that bad guys weren’t to be killed they were to be put to trial. 
The criminals too never seemed to shoot to kill either. Sure we’d been wounded 

and sure the fights were serious but no one had ever died. 
Not until then. 
I blinked my eyes open, and could see only white, so I closed them again.  
Someone had laid a hand towel over the upper part of my face.  
They always did that, whenever Liam or I came in from a fight.  
The medical staff were the only ones who’d ever see our face. When we came in 

they’d remove our masks and then they’d cover us up in case someone came in only ever 
removing the towel when they absolutely had to. 

I remember the first time someone saw me. It was the third or fourth time I’d 
been out with Wolf, having just made my debut as his sidekick, Dare. 

The nurse had to be twenty or twenty one, probably not even fully trained. She 
had fluffy blonde hair and sort of looked how I’d imagined a mother ought to, not that I 
knew what a mother should look like seeing as I didn’t have one. 

I’d broken my arm. I was eleven years old and she helped me wriggle off my mask 
– Liam was goodness knows where – and the second she saw my face she gasped. 

‘You’re a little too young.’ She told me, although alike the other staff she wasn’t 
really aloud to pass any kind of judgment on us or what we did. That was also part of the 
contract. 

‘I’m eleven.’ I told her matter-of-factly, I’d be a fairly serious eleven year old. 
‘I can see that.’ She said, as she put my mask aside. I figured she thought the 

better of saying anything else. I’d told Liam about what she’d said. He nodded as if he 
wasn’t at all interested but I never once saw that nurse again. 

The Hospital staff were bound by a stack of legal papers not to say anything to 
anyone about who we were. It was all part of the contract. 
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Because oh yeah, cities have contracts with their heroes. I’ll bet you didn’t know 
that. 

We also had agents. Liam and my agent – I supposed my agent now – Hank. He 
was a short, rather fat man with a like… constantly sweaty forehead. 

He was there, I knew that because he had this really, irritatingly loud way of 
breathing. A wheezing sort of sound that I could hear across the room. 

I was perfectly aware that eventually I’d have to face things now and talk to Hank 
and have everything I sort of half remembered confirmed. 

I really didn’t want that, but I’d have to. Like Liam said, sometimes being a hero is 
doing things you don’t want to. 

The thought of Liam made me feel sick. 
I curled up into a seated position, removing the towel from my face and blinking 

across to Hank who watched me with a kind of thoughtful expression. 
‘Car accident.’ He said. 
‘What?’ I croaked. 
‘Car accident. We’ll say it was a car accident.’ 
I felt sicker now, and sort of had to breathe in and out a few times so I didn’t 

vomit all over the hospital bed. 
So Liam was dead. I’d half hoped that I’d imagined it worse than it was. I fiddled 

with the hand towel for a bit, not sure what to say. Hank wiped the back of his hand on 
his sweaty forehead. 

‘The good news is that as far as the public is concerned, Romulus Grey just 
inherited several billion dollars and become the heir of his father’s fortune. 
Congratulations, Roe.’ 

I’m not sure if that was genuinely meant to make me feel better. The thing about 
Hank was that he, like most of the people in his business, loved money. Unlike the super 
heroes they represented they were not in this because of a desire for justice. They got a 
pay check. 

‘Uh. Okay.’ I said at last. 
‘I haven’t heard anything Roe.’ Hank said quickly, still dabbing at his porky skin, the 

suit he wore far too tight, ‘once I do, I’ll say.’ 
I knew what he meant. 
Most people assume the whole super hero thing is just a matter of an overzealous 

individual, sewing themselves a spandex suit and taking on the wickedness in the world. 
It’s not like that. 
Every super hero ever is a part of a large network called H.O.J.A.C.F but we all call 

it Hojac. It stands for Heroes Organization of Justice and Crime Fighting. The F is silent as 
it makes for a pretty awkward acronym. Hojac coordinates all super heroes and their 
placements.  
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Hojac decides whether you qualify for a Hero’s Administration License. Hojac 
places you in a city. Hojac deals with the business end. Contracts, agents, and of course, 
what happens when a city’s hero is killed and the sidekick is left alive. 

Which was of course, my situation.  
Only my situation was a little more awkward because I hadn’t gotten my Hero’s 

Administration License and I was a clone. 
I didn’t quite want to think about what was going to happen. 
Hank was right, to everyone else, I was Romulus Grey, the sudden heir of the Grey 

fortunes and would live a life of luxury and privilege. 
The reality was I was Dare. Sidekick of a dead Hero, with no real place to go. There 

was no telling what was going to happen. 
Whether, I’d stay in the city. Whether I’d be allowed to continue on as Dare 

elsewhere, or something. 
Whether I actually wanted to be a hero any longer – although this last question 

was sort of my own to answer. I didn’t want to think of that either. 
‘I’m in communication with Hojac.’ Hank went on, peering out the window out at 

the skyline. ‘I guess we’ll get you fixed up, home, and figure things out from there.’ 
I didn’t respond to this. Instead, I tipped my head back on the stiff pillow case 

behind me, reached for the hand towel and laid it back over my eyes. 
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Five: 
 
People must be stupid or something. 
News broke almost immediately that the city’s brilliant super hero The Wolf had 

been killed. People had filmed it from their windows and posted it on the internet. 
Official statements followed from Hank and then Hojac. 

Liam’s estate – my estate, I guess – issued a statement the following morning 
saying that there had been a car accident. Hank wrote a really emotive sounding letter 
which was read out by our – my – lawyer in front of a bunch of reporters outside of our 
front gate. 

No one made the connection between the Wolf and Liam’s deaths, which was at 
last in my mind completely ridiculous. 

There was a funeral. For Liam I mean. In a huge church in the city and thousands 
of people came and told me how sorry they were and I said thank you a million times in a 
heavy black suit. 

Then days passed and the story faded from the news and people sort of forgot 
and went on with their lives. 

I went back to school right away, because I didn’t want to be in that huge house 
on my own. Liam’s death did nothing to aid my already nonexistent popularity. I mean 
sure, people talked about me more, but no one really said anything.  

If Hojac had anything to say, they didn’t either. I didn’t hear from Hank for three 
weeks after Liam died. So it was just me and Liam’s – my – butler Gary in the house. Gary 
made me sandwiches when I wanted them and didn’t tell me to do my homework which 
was good. 

There were three things I didn’t do in that first month after Liam died. 
The first was go down into the layer.  
I couldn’t face it. There was just no way. It was hard enough to look in a mirror and 

see my face, with the same black hair and grey eyes Liam had. It was like looking in the 
face of a dead man which I guess I sort of was. 

The idea of seeing the car and my costume – which had since been dry cleaned 
and returned to me since my time in the hospital – and everything else was awful. 

The second thing was venture out as Dare. As far as I was aware Dare was on 
permanent hiatus. Besides, Hojac hadn’t called and I was angry with them for that. Any 
answer was better than no answer at all.  

The bad guys seemed to respect the fact that the Wolf was dead as we had this 
sort of unprecedented lull in crime statistics. 

The third thing that I did not do in that first month was think about the man in the 
navy suit who’d killed Liam. To be honest, I was terrified. And I didn’t quite want to face 
it. 
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Six: 
 
‘Good?’ someone said. 
I’d been poking at my lunch so hadn’t quite heard them the first time. Not to 

mention it was exceptionally unusual for someone to be speaking to me. 
‘Huh?’ 
I sort of regretted the incoherent answer because in looking up I found myself face 

to face with Betty Harper. 
You need to appreciate something. 
Betty Harper is like, the most popular girl at my school. She is smart, and pretty 

and from what I’d heard – seeing as I’d never spoken to her directly – a nice person. 
But there she was, in all her red hair, green eyed glory, and standing directly in 

front of me  
It look about five seconds for my brain to kick in and scramble for words. 

Thankfully, Betty compassionately repeated her question. 
‘Is it good?’ she asked, nodding towards my plate where an enormous pile of the 

most awful lasagna sat. 
I made a face. ‘Not really.’ 
‘I chose the burger.’ She told me with a kind of seriousness, ‘the cafeteria staff 

have to work really hard to screw up a burger.’ 
I smiled – at least I think I smiled – mostly because I couldn’t believe she was 

talking to me, but also because she’d made a joke and it have been ages since I’d heard 
anyone make a joke. 

At least not on television. 
‘So the burger’s good then?’ I clarified, because food seemed to be a pretty 

successful topic between us. 
‘I didn’t say that.’ She smirked. I wanted to say something else, but couldn’t think 

of anything smart enough or funny at all. ‘I hope you’re doing okay.’ Betty said instead, 
half turning to leave. ‘With your dad and stuff.’ 

The mention of Liam sort of threw me, I must have looked upset because she 
winced in that way that you do when you realize you’ve said the wrong thing. 

‘Romulus, right? Romulus Grey. Like the wolf.’ 
I flinched at the mention of Liam’s alias, and wondered whether she had guessed 

my secret. That Liam Grey had been the Wolf, and I was Dare, his sidekick.  
‘Uh…’ 
‘Romulus. That’s where the name’s from right? Romulus and Remus, the twins 

raised by a wolf. One of them went on to found Rome supposedly. It’s roman 
mythology… that’s one of my things sorry…’ 

‘I didn’t know.’ I answered, because I didn’t. 
‘Anyway.’ Betty shrugged, ‘I’m Betty.’ 
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‘I know.’ 
That was probably the creepiest thing I could have said. She knew it. I knew it. 

Everything got super awkward and I turned red. 
‘I just wanted to make sure you were okay.’ She explained mercifully, ‘because it’s 

a pretty horrible thing… and I… never quite say things right… sorry.’ 
‘It’s fine.’ I told her, not because I was, but because I pitied her and I understood 

that as inefficiently as she was saying it, she cared about what had happened and was the 
first person to show it. ‘I’m fine.’ I added. 

‘Good.’ Betty nodded, making to leave, ‘that’s good. I mean. Not the lasagna… 
okay… I’m going to stop talking now…’ 

She was gone before I could say anything else and I sort of sat there in shock until 
someone psst-ed at me. 

‘Bro.’ someone said from across the way, ‘That was Betty Harper.’ 
I shot a look sideways quickly identifying some guy from my math class. I couldn’t 

remember his name which was pretty awful considering that we’d probably been going 
to school together for at least three years. 

‘I know.’ I replied, prodding at my lunch, wanting him to stop talking. 
‘She just spoke to you.’ 
‘Uh yeah.’ 
‘About Roman Mythology.’ 
‘Yes.’ I agreed. This conversation wasn’t going anywhere fast. 
The guy – whoever his name was – stood up and shuffled over and dropped his 

tray in front of me on the opposite side of the table. He, like Betty, had chosen the 
burger. 

‘You’re Romulus Grey, right?’ 
‘Right.’ I agreed, trying to avoid eye contact. 
‘You’re a millionaire.’ 
Billionaire – I thought internally, but it seemed obnoxious to correct him. 
‘Uh huh.’ 
‘Dude.’ the guy said, with a sudden gravity, ‘sorry about your dad.’ 
‘Yep,’ I replied, because I was well and truly over saying ‘thank you’ in response to 

this.  
The problem was after this, the guy didn’t leave. He just sort of sat there. Eating. 

Which was weird because no one ever sat with me and ate. 
I half watched him as I tried to remember his name. Scotty? Sammy? I could have 

sworn it started with an ‘S’. 
He was pretty average looking. Not a geek, or a nerd or sporty looking or anything 

else that you see people classified as in TV shows. 
‘Got any relatives?’ he asked at last. 
‘Uh, no.’ 
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‘Really!? Geez, I’ve got two sisters, both older. You have no idea.’ He explained, 
although I genuinely did not care. ‘So who are you living with?’ 

‘Myself.’ I answered, because it seemed like a stupid question. 
‘Just you, alone, in that huge house?’ 
‘And Gary.’ 
‘Who is Gary?’ 
‘The butler.’ I said, forgetting that most people didn’t have butlers. 
‘A butler.’ What’s-his-name mused. ‘Cool.’ 
‘Thanks.’ I mean what else was I meant to say to that? 
‘Must be pretty lonely.’ He added, ‘sorry bro.’ 
‘Yep.’ I agreed. 
‘Car accident, right?’ 
‘Right.’ I didn’t want to talk about it because I couldn’t be bothered lying. 
‘Do you remember it?’ 
My mind immediately began to replay that night all over again. The mechanical 

henchmen, and the man in the navy suit with the cape and the single shot and Liam’s 
blood everywhere. 

I visibly flinched, immediately put off my lunch. What’s-his-name must have 
realized he’d upset me because he put down the burger he was about to eat. 

‘Sorry.’ 
‘Yeah.’ I muttered, ‘I don’t know, I guess things happen.’ 
‘I guess so.’ He shrugged. 
I could tell he was trying to help. Which was weird because I wasn’t hugely used to 

anyone at school trying to do that.  
‘Thanks.’ I said finally, ‘It’s fine. I’m fine. I’ll be… fine.’  
‘Good.’ Whoever-he-was smiled, he offered me his hand to shake, it was dusted in 

crumbs from his burger bun but it would be rude to refuse it. ‘Nice to meet you bro.’  
‘Yeah.’ I replied, shaking his hand, wishing I was a whole lot better at remembering 

names. 
‘Romulus Grey, right?’ He asked. 
‘My friends call me Roe.’ I said, which was a total lie because I didn’t have friends. 
‘Cool.’ 
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Seven: 
 
Hank was waiting for me when I got home which was a shame because I’d felt as 

though it had bene a good day. 
I was more than aware that whatever reason Hank was here for, it wouldn’t be 

good. He grinned at me with is huge face as I walked the driveway. 
I didn’t take the car anymore, mostly because Liam wasn’t around to make me. 
He used to make me. 
‘Roe!’ Hank grinned, spreading his hands wide in a very forced form of delight, 

‘there you are!’ 
I stalked past him, and yanked open the door dropping my schoolbag on the floor 

and headed directly for the kitchen. 
I didn’t feel as though I needed to acknowledge Hank because I knew he was going 

to say what he was going to say eventually.  
Having grabbed an apple, I perched down onto one of the kitchen stools and 

watched him quietly. 
‘Hojac called.’ Hank began. 
‘Ah ha!’ I replied, hugely sarcastic, ‘at last. And what, pray tell, did they say?’ I took 

a huge bite of my apple and waited for him to respond. 
‘They want to see you.’ 
‘Me?’ 
‘Yes.’ 
‘Why?’ 
‘To talk?’ 
‘It’s been a month.’ I said flatly, ‘obviously it isn’t urgent.’ 
Hank didn’t seem impressed, ‘they want to see you, Roe.’ 
‘When?’ 
‘Tomorrow.’ 
‘Can’t. I’ve got school.’ 
‘I don’t think anyone will care.’ Hank offered. 
That kind of hurt, and I was about to tell him that I’d actually had not only one but 

two conversations earlier that day but stopped realizing it would make me seem pathetic. 
Instead I said; ‘where?’ 
‘HQ.’ 
I whistled in a kind of mock awe, ‘wow. Big deal.’ 
It was kind of a big deal. I’d only ever been to HQ four times and it was pretty 

much the most impressive place I’ve ever been ever. 
But I didn’t want Hank to know I was excited so I tried to seem like I didn’t care. 
‘Yes, well, you’d better pack.’ 
‘Pack?’ 
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‘Yes. Pack. You’ll be headed there now. Stay tonight. They will see you in the 
morning.’ 

I scowled at this, ‘Now?’ 
‘Yes, now. I’ve already sent for the car.’ Hank agreed, ‘bring your uniform.’ He 

added. 
My uniform.  
I didn’t move and this upset Hank. He scowled at me, ‘For goodness sake, Roe. 

You’ve been wanting Hojac to call for weeks.’  
‘They should have called sooner!’ I argued. 
‘Well they didn’t.’ 
‘Well they should have.’ 
The argument didn’t progress much past this because the reality was that we both 

know how this was going to end. With me, in a car, headed for HQ. 
‘I don’t know if I want to be a Super Hero anymore.’ I muttered. 
Hank completely ignored me. I wondered if he’d heard me, because he began to 

flick through piles and piles of Liam’s unopened mail which sat on the kitchen counter. 
‘I’ll have Gary get the suit.’ I said at last, because there was no way I was going 

down to the layer. ‘Okay?’ 
‘Okay.’ Hank agreed. 
 
It took eight hours to reach Hojac HQ and by the end of it I was exhausted and 

cursing Hank. 
I’d taken a car, a plane and a helicopter to get there, and arrived some stupid time 

of night. 
Hojac isn’t a part of any governmental operation or whatever, and as a result its 

headquarters aren’t attached to any land mass or region. Instead it sits on an island – 
which is owned by no one – in an ocean – also owned by no one – in the middle of 
nowhere. 

There was a single guard there, in a red uniform who met me. He wore his 
sunglasses which was weird because it was dark outside. 

‘Hey!’ I called, over the throbbing noise of the chopper behind me. 
‘Dare.’ The guard replied. 
I shook my head, it felt weird to be called that again, ‘Roe.’ I repeated. 
‘Here, you are Dare.’ He corrected frankly, ‘this way.’ 
From the outside, Hojac’s HQ sort of looks like a resort. A massive, nearly 

corporate building carved into the side of a tropical island. There were wide verandas, 
and I spotted a huge pool which put this awkward image in my mind of super heroes 
lounging about in swim suits. 

Weird. 
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The guard led me from the port – that’s where the helicopter had landed – it was 
a kind of all-purpose vehicle lodge, with impressive jets and boats and the like. 

There was no one around as the guard led me to an elevator and then up several 
floors to a room marked with the number 408. He used a swipe card to get inside and I 
followed after him. 

‘This is where you’ll be saying.’ The guard told me, still wearing his sunglasses. 
‘Uh huh.’ I agreed, swinging my bag down onto the tiny single bed. 
‘Food in the fridge, water in the tap, you get the picture.’ The guard told me, 

pointing in the direction of a tiny bar fridge and a sink. 
That was about all that stood inside of the space. And a door that I hoped led to a 

toilet. 
‘Good.’ I replied, eager to be on my own. 
The guard hesitated before he vanished out the door again, ‘you look just like 

him.’ He mumbled, taking a good hard look through his huge sunglasses. 
‘I know.’ I replied. 
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Eight: 
 
The room Hojac had given me was small and stuffy but I didn’t really care all that 

much.  
I woke the next morning to find it brilliantly sunny outside, and the same guard 

from the night before hammering on my door. 
‘Put your costume on.’ He told me, sunglasses still wrapped around his face, 

‘they’ll see you in five.’ 
They. I wondered. Not entirely sure who ‘they’ were. 
I had half expected whoever they were to want me to wear the costume, but it 

still didn’t want to. After all, I hadn’t worn it since that night. I probably could have gone 
the rest of my life without putting on ever again. 

The guard left me on my own at once, so I had little time to work myself up to 
becoming Dare again. 

Dare’s costume – my costume, I guess – Is red, all over, with angular orange and 
yellow lightning bolts that cross from one side of my chest to the opposite shoulder. 
There was a black utility belt as well, and black boots. 

Liam had thought up Dare, he’d picked the costume. I’d been nagging him for a 
new costume for a year and a half now. 

I decided not to wear the mask, it seemed stupid to wander about the Hojac HQ in 
full alias and I couldn’t imagine any of the other Super Heroes doing it. Instead I carried in 
one hand, and met the guard outside. 

‘Nice costume.’ The guard said. 
‘Thanks.’ I replied, not entirely sure he’d meant it. 
Hojac was busier now it was morning. There were people everywhere, in all kinds 

and colours, some with capes, some without. A handful sort of peered my way, obviously 
aware who I was. 

Most of the building was glassy and modern and there were screens showing all 
kinds of things, and seminar rooms. 

I smirked at the idea of super heroes attending seminars. 
That was almost as good as imagining them enjoying swimming pools. I tried not 

to smile. 
This didn’t seem like an appropriate time for smiling. 
At long last, the guard and I arrived at the very, very top of the building. From here 

huge floor to ceiling windows allowed me to look right out at the entire island and sea.  
It was pretty awesome, although I was far too terrified to be overly impressed. 
The guard nodded a quick hello to a pair of other guards – neither who wore 

sunglasses – that stood at a single red door.  
‘Good luck, kid.’ The sunglasses guard told me before the door opened and I was 

presented with a final set of stairs. 
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I figured they wanted me to go on in, so I sauntered by, mask still in hand. 
At the very top of the stairs I found myself in a huge, circular room with glass 

panels everywhere. There were seats – more like thrones – dotted about the place and 
upon each of the thrones sat a face I recognized. 

Faces from television, and collectible cards and action figures. 
Of course my reaction to this was terrible, as I grinned a mile wide, and laughed 

loudly. 
‘You’re kidding me.’ I said, ‘I’m in the Sanctum!?’ 
They didn’t seem impressed at all, and Gravity Guy sort of scowled at me. 
‘Yes.’ He answered at last, from where he sat at the very head of the room. ‘You 

are in the Sanctum.’ 
I had to compose myself fairly quickly after that because as much as I found it 

hilarious that not only had I been brought to Hojac HQ but that I’d been summoned to 
the Sanctum – the command center of Hojac – not a single other person in that room felt 
likewise. 

I stood up a little straighter, turning red and feeling awkward about the decision 
not to wear my mask because everyone else there was in full costume regalia. 

‘Romulus Grey.’ Javla Girl said, with this super scary history teacher look in her 
eyes, ‘how good of you to come.’ She sat across from Gravity Guy. 

The whole seating arrangement kind of made the whole thing even more 
uncomfortable because I had absolutely no idea where to look. 

The twelve members of the Hojac board were all supposedly equal – despite 
Gravity Guy’s action figure more than outselling Rapid Fire’s in the last holiday season. 
They were all equally in charge and as a result, all equally terrifying.  

‘Thanks.’ I mumbled, my eyes on the floor, ‘For having me, I mean.’ 
‘We need to speak about Liam.’ The Golden Knight said, from my left. ‘And the 

city. Your city.’ 
‘My city?’ I coughed, having never had it referenced as that. Lionsbrink had always 

been Liam’s city. Guarded by ‘the Wolf,’ it was weird to have anyone, especially the 
Golden Knight think of it as mine. 

‘We trust you have not yet been out on duty since Liam’s passing?’ some other 
person asked. I didn’t look to see who. 

‘No.’ I told the floor truthfully. 
‘Good.’ A pause, ‘after all you don’t have your Hero’s Administration License.’ 
Yes – I thought internally – that’s why I hadn’t been out. Instead, I said, ‘uh huh.’ 
‘We should apologize for waiting so long.’ Someone else said, ‘it’s been a difficult 

time for us.’ 
It had been a difficult time for them? I reflected, feeling immediately rather 

furious. Gravity Guy seemed to sense my frustration and addressed me in a sharp, direct 
voice. 
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‘Romulus.’ He said, ‘Dare – I should say, that is your name, isn’t it?’ 
‘It is.’ 
‘I’m afraid we’re in a rather awkward situation.’ He began, ‘because Liam was your 

oversight, and in light of his death we are unsure what to do with you.’ 
I began to turn red. Almost as red as my suit. 
‘Uh huh.’ 
‘Ordinarily, we would have you relocated, sent to some other hero to serve as his 

or her sidekick until you had attained your Hero’s Administration License. The problem is 
legal though.’ 

‘Legal?’ 
‘Liam Grey is bound to the City of Lionsbrink, at least for the next six months – his 

contract was coming up for review. Pay rise, that kind of thing…’ 
Yes. Review. Contracts. All very relevant to the job of a super hero, I considered. 
‘And?’ 
‘And, as far as our lawyers and their lawyers and your agent…’ Gravity Guy peered 

down at a pile of papers he grasped in his hands. ‘Hank – him especially – is concerned, 
Liam Grey is still very much alive.’ 

I understood at once what they were saying. 
Liam Grey. They meant me. 
‘Of course Lionsbrink are eager to be allocated a new, proper hero, as soon as 

they possibly can, but unfortunately we cannot seem to get around the paperwork. As 
much as we all would like to.’ 

‘Oh.’ I gawped, open mouthed. 
‘Our contracts,’ the Golden Knight noted, shaking his own stack of papers, ‘they’re 

water tight.’  
I could have started laughing again but I exercised an incredible level of self-

control. Instead I began to grin like an idiot. Not because I was excited, but because I was 
genuinely terrified. 

‘So…’ Javla Girl said again, ‘you’re it.’ 
‘But I don’t have my license.’ I reminded. 
‘But Liam Grey does, as the Wolf. Turns out you don’t have a proper legal identity, 

other than documents which state you are the clone of Liam Grey. No birth certificate. 
Until we can rectify your legitimate status as person or clone or otherwise, you are legally 
obligated to the city of Lionsbrink, Liam’s license becomes your license.’ 

‘For how long?’ 
‘Six months.’ Someone said. ‘unless we can get this sorted before then. Give you 

proper legal status but you know buracrats…’ 
‘Bureaucrats… right…’ I mumbled, while thinking internally, six months? They had 

to be kidding. I wasn’t a hero, I was a side kick. Liam and I hadn’t ever talked about me 
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sitting my license and I hadn’t ever attended any of the stupid seminars with the other 
sidekicks. 

It was insane, absolutely insane. 
In despair, I shot a look towards the Golden Knight who met my gaze, and shook 

the papers again; ‘water tight.’ He restated. 
This was Hank’s fault. Because he wanted money. I could tell that Hojac wasn’t 

happy with the idea of leaving me the sole hero of Lionsbrink, but evidently there was 
nothing they could do. 

Nothing I could do. 
‘After that.’ I began to say, having not entirely recovered my voice, ‘in six months, 

or before that, then what?’ 
‘Then you should have a proper legal identity, as Romulus Grey, or you will be free 

from your contract with Lionsbrink. I guess should you want to, you will be resigned to 
another hero elsewhere.’ 

I wasn’t sure I wanted that, not anymore at least.  
‘What’s the alternative?’ I asked tentatively. 
No one quite answered that question. 
I wasn’t sure I wanted to know the answer. 
‘Do I get to keep my costume?’ I asked pitifully, unsure if in addition to becoming 

the hero of Lionsbrink I’d have to try and fill Liam’s costume. 
‘Up to you.’ Someone said. 
‘Right.’ I considered, ‘what if I don’t want to do this?’ I asked, ‘I mean Liam was… 

Liam and I’m well… not Liam.’ 
‘Well according to the binding contract between Hojac and the city of Lionsbrink –’ 

Gravity Guy began to say, 
‘I know, I know!’ I dismissed him, manic now, clasping my face in my hand and 

feeling, above everything, completely stranded. ‘But what if I don’t want to? I mean… like 
you said, I’m not trained. I could die.’ 

‘I’m afraid we can’t do anything about that, Dare,’ Gravity Guy explained, with no 
sign that he cared at all. 

I wondered if all heroes were meant to talk in monotone or if it was just a Sanctum 
thing. 

I would have asked had I not been so completely terrified. 
‘I can say no.’ I insisted, ‘right?’ eyeing every single one of them now, ‘I can say no. 

I don’t have to do this.’ 
‘I’m afraid you can’t.’ Gravity Guy shook his head, ‘we have pretty severe 

consequences in the event that someone fails to fulfill their contract.’ 
‘A lot of money.’ Javla Girl remarked, rubbing her fingers together to represent 

that. 
‘I’ve got money.’ I volunteered, ‘Liam’s… I inherited it.’ 
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‘Yes, but even that’s not enough. I’m afraid there’s really only one option for you, 
Dare.’ Gravity Guy told me evenly. 

Nope. He did not care at all. 
I shot a look sideways, to the Golden Knight. 
He shrugged, his shoulders up around his ears, ‘Water tight?’ he mumbled. 
Immediately, I thought of Liam’s killer. The blue suited figure who’d fired the gun 

that night. Something I hadn’t let myself talk or even think about at all. 
‘You don’t understand.’ I protested, ‘he’ll kill me.’ 
Gravity Guy peered across at me, past his mask, ‘who will?’ 
‘The guy in the blue suit.’ I explained as if he’d know, of course Gravity Guy had no 

idea what I was talking about, I could tell by the look on his face.  
‘Who?’ he attempted to clarify. 
‘The guy in the blue suit. He’s out there,’ I jabbed a finger out towards the 

window, terrified, ‘out there now, he killed Liam. What if he comes for me!?’ he nearly 
choked on the words I said them so fast. ‘Don’t you want to know about that!? Who 
cares about paperwork and contracts? There is a murderer out there, who killed Liam… 
he could kill me too. You don’t know why he did it! Why he killed Liam! I’m not safe there 
on my own.’ 

‘You’ll have Hank.’ Javla Girl noted, which was of no comfort at all. 
‘Hank!?’ I gasped, hyperventilating. 
‘Besides.’ Gravity Guy said with those awful green eyes, ‘according to our 

monitoring systems there has been little to no crime at all. We are convinced you will be 
fine.’ 

‘You saw it.’ I hissed back, my voice low because I had never been more serious 
about anything in my entire life. ‘You saw it because those damn people put it on the 
internet. He was there. Robotic henchmen, the guy in the blue suit, he shot Liam. You 
really care so much about contracts you’re going to leave me alone there, with that guy 
out there… waiting to kill me.’ 

‘I doubt he’s waiting to kill you.’ Someone mumbled. 
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Nine: 
 
The helicopter thing must have been a one off because I was loaded onto a sort of 

bus for super heroes after all of that. 
I was still panicking, and I wasn’t allowed to change out of my stupid costume 

because as it turns out I was whisked away back home directly after my meeting in the 
Sanctum.  

The guard with the sunglasses had probably fetched my bags because they were 
waiting for me down in the terminal. 

I didn’t see him again. 
The terminal was packed, and looked a little like a bus station around the reverse 

side of the port. People – super heroes – sat reading the paper and doing cross words 
and I’d have found the whole thing hugely amusing if I hadn’t been in literally the worst 
possible situation ever. 

As a result of the fact that I was in the worst possible situation I sat perched on a 
bench seat, in the sweltering heat, with my head in my hands. 

I would have been perfectly content to sit there and contemplate my situation had 
someone not decided to speak to me. 

‘You’re new.’ They said, ‘I’m Spark.’ 
I sat up suddenly, confused initially, unsure whether it was me whoever they were 

was speaking to. 
She was directly beside me.  
At once, I felt hugely pathetic for my general disposition. Mask in hand, bags at my 

feet, and trapped inside my boiling costume. Spark – as she’d called herself – was fair and 
blonde and wore a white costume with a sort of multi-pointed star in the very middle. 
Her face was somewhat hidden by a matching white mask. She was beautiful and I 
wished that I didn’t look so damn awful. 

‘Hi,’ I replied, tugging at my collar, ‘I’m Roe.’ 
‘Roe? That’s your super name?’ 
‘Uh, no, sorry, Dare. I’m Dare.’ 
‘Like, The Wolf’s, Dare?’ 
I swallowed, and nodded, ‘Uh, yes. The Wolf’s, Dare. Not so much anymore 

though…’ I added uncomfortably. 
There was no easy was to talk about death. 
Spark – whoever she was – turned pink, and gasped, ‘Oh, right, of course. I’m 

sorry.’ She added. 
‘It’s fine. It was a month ago now… obviously Hojac didn’t think it was a huge deal, 

seeing as this is the first time they’ve contact me about any of this… this… mess…’ 
I was obviously having a total breakdown and Spark knew it. Thankfully, seeing as 

she was a gracious person, she pressed her lips together and sighed. 
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‘Bad day?’ she asked. 
‘Oh you have no idea.’ I replied, every syllable short and succinct. 
Spark peered up out the window, set down her book and half rotated towards me. 
‘What happened?’ 
‘You really want to know?’ I replied in genuine disbelief.  
‘Try me.’ 
I hesitated before inhale a deep breath and speaking; ‘I’m-legally-bound-to-serve-

as-Lionsbrink’s-super-hero-on-my-own-for-the-next-six-months-or-until-I-become-a-
legal-person-because-oh-yeah-I-am-a-clone-by-the-way-and-I-don’t-even-have-my-
hero’s-administration-license-not-to-mention-I’m-not-sure-I-want-to-be-a-hero-in-the-
first-place!’ 

My erratic emotional outburst had earned me a few curious glances from the 
heroes seated around me but Spark seemed to absorb this information in completely 
before she offered her response. 

‘That’s pretty awful.’ 
It sort of felt good to have someone appreciate my circumstances so I nodded 

several times over, ‘Yes. It is.’ 
‘You’re a clone?’ 
‘Yes.’  
‘And you don’t have to sit your HAL?’  
She meant Hero’s Administration License – yet another acronym. 
‘Oh I do. But I’m not a real person yet.’ 
‘Not a real person.’ She parroted, ‘I suppose they ought to have worked out these 

kinds of ethical and legal issues before they started cloning people.’ 
‘You’re telling me!’ I agreed, my face red again. 
Spark did that thing when she pressed her lips together again, which seemed to 

mean she was thinking, very, very deeply. 
‘So what are you going to do?’ 
I shrugged, that was a good question. 
‘I’ve got no option.’ I answered at last, ‘I guess I go home, hope no one robs a 

bank… I mean… geez, Liam wouldn’t even let me drive the Silver Shadow not to mention I 
haven’t been down to the layer since… since… it happened.’ 

Spark nodded again, ‘Obviously the Sanctum think you can do it.’ 
‘I don’t think it was so much a vote of confidence as it was a legally binding 

agreement and a result of poor paperwork.’ I admitted, but was thankful for her attempt 
at encouragement. 

Spark folded her arms, and lent back in her seat, ‘You’re pretty lucky though. I’ve 
got to sit my HAL next month. Not that I’ll pass…’ 

‘I’m sure you’ll pass.’ I told her, because she’d been nice to me I felt I owed it to 
her. 
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‘Uh huh.’ Spark’s eyebrows shot up, ‘No way.’ 
‘If I can pass as Lionsbrick’s hero, then I’m pretty sure someone like you can pass 

your HAL.’ I remarked. 
‘There is also a slim possibility that we’re both useless and will ultimate fail?’ she 

offered with a musical laugh. 
I wasn’t sure if she was being serious or if it was a joke so I returned this comment 

with a dry smile. This made her laugh all the more and shove me hard. 
Super heroes don’t seem to know their own strength. 
‘I’ve studied here for a year now.’ Spark explained, I hadn’t known you could study 

on site at Hojac. ‘And I’ve aced every test… on paper. But any real world scenarios and 
I’m completely useless. I’ll be lucky if I get a desk job at Hojac… believe me. That’s if they 
decide to keep me.’ 

‘What happens to people who opt out, anyway?’ I asked her, because I didn’t 
know and it was a real concern for me. 

Spark’s expression grew grim, ‘bad things.’ 
She didn’t elaborate but I wasn’t sure if I wanted her to. 
‘I’m sure you’ll be fine.’ I said, to change the subject. 
‘Thanks, Dare,’ Spark grinned, ‘I appreciate that.’ 
‘So where are you headed?’ 
‘Top secret.’ She replied tartly. 
‘Really?’ 
‘Really.’  
Spark drummed her fingers on her book thoughtfully before she spoke once more; 

‘sometimes we have to decide if we’re going to rise to the occasion, Dare. It’s in the 
difficult times that we figure that out.’ 

I swallowed and nodded, feeling rather suddenly sad, and acutely aware of Liam’s 
death. 

‘You think?’ 
Spark tapped her thick book – Super Hero 101 – ‘I know.’ She promised. ‘It’s all a 

matter of perspective. You may think you’re trapped, or stuck, or in over your head, but 
that’s just a sign you’ve got to thank a little harder. But it’s up to you in the end… it’s up 
to you what you do.’ 

At that moment the transport vehicle sidled up alongside the terminal and 
everyone clustered to the doors to board. I tried to sit near to Spark on the way home, 
but she’d caught up with some other super girls who were super out of my league. 

So I sat near the front with my belongings. 
I sort of knew she was right, as much as I didn’t want to admit it. I’d have to decide 

now what I was going to do. 
‘I guess it’s just you and me now buddy…’ I told the mask in my hands as the 

hover-bus hummed away from Hojac. 
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Ten: 
 
What’s-His-Name from school was waiting for me at my front gate when my car 

pulled up.  
This was weird because no one ever came to my house. Like ever.  
Thankfully, I’d pulled my own clothes on over my suit a while earlier. I self-

consciously pulled at my shirt, to cover the barely visible collar of my costume as I 
climbed from the car and What’s-His-Name took great strides over to meet me. 

‘Bro!’ he proclaimed, ‘hey. You weren’t at school.’ 
It was the very first time that anyone had noticed that I hadn’t been at school. This 

was pretty huge considering that a year and a half ago when I’d shattered both ankles in 
a bad landing during a pursuit no one had batted an eye – not even my teachers.  

‘Oh hey, yeah.’ I managed to say back, checking my watch, it was late, Friday 
afternoon.  

‘I thought I’d come over.’ Whoever-He-Was explained, ‘check you were alright.’ 
There was a kind of cough of confusion from Gary, my butler who’d been driving 

the car. Even he knew I was a loser and that the idea of anyone coming here to ‘check on 
me’ or whatever was pretty unusual.  

‘Oh. Right.’ I replied. 
Internally, I was a mess. I had absolutely no idea what to do.  
What would Liam say? 
Liam had a rule. Absolutely no one in the house, aside from him, me, Gary and 

Hank. No one else. Not even in his millions of girlfriends – although I think that may have 
been for a different reason.  

Liam was kind of commitment-phobic, as a result the women he dated never 
made it through the gates. 

I wasn’t sure what to say to What’s-His-Name, because I didn’t want to seem rude 
but at the same time the idea of letting him inside was totally against everything I’d ever 
been told to do. 

Guard the secret, that’s like Hojac rule number three. It’s written into the contract 
and everything! 

The thing was What’s-His-Name was already stalking up the front stairs to my 
door. 

I turned back to Gary – who was more than aware of the rules. Gary blinked back 
at me, I’m not sure if he was more surprised that there was this completely random guy 
letting himself into our house or the fact that the completely random guy was there in 
the first place. 

I looked at Gary and Gary looked at me and I shrugged, leaving him with my bags 
and sprinting after What’s-His-Name, terrified he’d find something Super-Hero-Related 
inside. 
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I was already as good as dead, being the sole custodian of Lionsbrink, I didn’t need 
Hojac making it official because I’d violated rule number three. Besides, I’d already seen 
how committed to their contracts they were.  

‘Woah!’ What’s-His-Name was already saying from the foyer, ‘bro this place is 
HUGE!’  

His total awestruck disposition sort of made me uncomfortable so I shoved my 
hands into my pockets and shrugged; ‘Yeah, well, ah.’ 

‘Like. Woah.’ He repeated, I guess in case I hadn’t heard it the first time. 
I sort of circled him, hands in my pockets, not one hundred percent sure what to 

do or say. 
‘So where’d you go?’ He asked, still admiring the enormous atrium foyer of Liam’s 

– My – house. 
‘What do you mean?’  
‘Like, you don’t look sick, dude.’ What’s-His-Name elaborated, ‘do rich kids just get 

to pick when they want to go to school or something?’ 
‘Nah.’ I shook my head. 
He sort of waited for me to say something else, like where I’d been or what I’d 

been doing but I wasn’t going to elaborate. 
‘So…?’ he prompted, ‘where’d you go? You missed like, the dullest science class 

that I’ve personally ever experienced. I’m pretty sure even the teacher fell asleep.’ 
Oh right. He was in my science class too, I noted. 
‘I had stuff to do.’ I shrugged, eyes on the floor, because I sucked at lying, ‘dead 

dad stuff.’ 
‘Like… a therapist?’ 
‘Uh. Sure. Yeah.’ 
What’s-His-Name nodded in that meaningful way people do when they’re really 

trying to empathize with you. ‘Nice bro, well you know I’m here for you, right?’ 
I didn’t know that.  
As a matter of fact, I didn’t even know this guy’s first name, and he’d sort of 

invited himself over to my house, having only ever had one conversation ever.  
I didn’t point that out though, and instead nodded. 
‘Thanks…’ a pause, ‘man.’ 
He clasped me hard on the shoulder, ‘All good, bro. anyway, have you got a TV?’ 
‘Uh. Yeah.’ I responded, but I was sort of moody and felt like saying, ‘uh no, I’m 

trapped in the nineteenth century can you please leave now?’ 
‘Sweet.’ He grinned broadly. 
Then there was this kind of unbearable silence that spanned between us, which 

was unbearable for me but What’s-His-Name seemed to soak it in. 
‘Did you… uh… want a drink?’ I offered, because Gary had brought my bags in and 

offering him a beverage was something I’d seen in TV shows. 
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‘Yeah, man. For Sure.’ I began to lead him into the kitchen, ‘do you like… drink 
them out of diamond glasses and stuff?’ 

‘Uh, no.’ I replied, ‘I think they’re plastic.’ 
 
‘Oh. That’s cool.’ 
I trailed after him in through the living room and towards the kitchen where I 

nearly had the shock of my life. 
Hank. 
Hank was there, again, waiting for me, in all his sweaty glory in the dining room. 
‘Hey.’ What’s-His-Name beamed, ‘are you, Roe’s butler?’ 
Hank’s squashy face grew even more squashed at the idea that someone thought 

he served me in some way. 
Hank didn’t serve me, in fact I was beginning to see more and more that I was at 

his feet. 
‘Uh no.’ Hank managed to say at last, then scowled at me, ‘Roe, who is this?’ 
What’s-His-Name opened his mouth to introduce himself, and had I thought about 

it at the time, I should have let him but I was already fuming and cut right over the top of 
him: ‘We need to talk.’ 

What’s-His-Name shrunk back, immediately aware he’d walked in on something. 
‘Oh… hey, sorry man, maybe I should just leave you and –’ What’s-His-Name 

began, a glance at Hank. 
‘I am his agent.’ 
‘Agent?’ What’s-His-Name repeated, ‘what do you need an agent for?’ he asked 

me. 
Hank should have thought a little more before blurting that out so I just shrugged, 

‘I’m a, uh… model.’ It was literally the first thing that came to mind and I regretted it at 
once. 

‘Like. Clothes?’ 
‘I guess.’ I mumbled, ‘mostly shoes… I have really… nice… feet.’ 
‘Feet?’ 
‘For sandals.’ I added, in no way making the situation any better. 
‘Right. Well. This whole model, sandals thing sounds really… uh… important. I 

should be going anyway… maybe I’ll come back another time, for a beverage in your 
plastic glasses…?’ 

I was half relived that What’s-His-Name was going to leave me alone to deal with 
Hank, but a part of me kind of regretted him having to go. After all, it was really the first 
ever time I’d had a ‘friend’ over, if I could call him that, seeing as I didn’t know his name 
or that he was also in my Science class. 
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I showed What’s-His-Name out, and then returned back to find Hank filling my 
two-seater couch. I sat down opposite him, and leant forwards, trying to look as 
unimpressed as I could. 

‘How was Hojac?’ he asked at last, dabbing at his forehead. 
‘Oh, you should know all about that, Hank.’ I replied as sharply as I could, 

‘contracts, money, and my imminent death as a result of being totally unqualified and 
now completely responsible for Lionsbrink on my own. Right?’ 

‘Roe, I get you’re not happy.’ 
‘Of course I’m not happy!’ I exploded, ‘I am going to die.’ 
‘Give yourself more credit than that, Roe. Its six months. You’ll be fine. After all, 

you’ve been fighting crime in Lionsbrink since you were eleven years old.’ 
‘Yeah, as a sick kick.’ I reminded, ‘Liam did all the hard stuff.’ 
Hank laughed at this, ‘Hard stuff? This is Lionsbrink. There’s no such thing as hard 

stuff only bank robberies and the occasional handbag theft.’ 
‘Hank.’ I insisted, my eyes locked to his, ‘there is someone out there. Someone 

who killed Liam. We don’t know who they are or what they’re capable of.’ 
Evidently the whole ‘Murderer on the Lose’ thing wasn’t a serious as I thought it 

was because Hank reacted very much the same as Gravity Guy and the Sanctum had. 
‘I’m sure you’ll be fine.’ Hank exhaled, breathing in that super irritating way he did. 

‘I’ve already spoken to the mayor. She’s come round, understands that we’ve all got our 
hands tied. Neither you, or they can opt out of the contract before it comes up for 
renewal. They’ve upped police presence, and made the other necessary arrangements. 
You’ll still be called upon, for morale and to look good and do what Heroes – such as 
yourself – do best.’ 

‘At least I get to drive the Silver Shadow…’ I muttered, mostly to myself. 
‘Uh. No.’ Hank countered, ‘not quite. No Super Hero – regardless of circumstance 

– is permitted to pilot or drive a Super Vehicle of that power unless over the age of 
seventeen.’ 

‘My birthday’s next month!’ 
This was like, the icing on the cake for me, so I stood and pressed my hands to my 

face, boiling with frustration. 
‘So what?’ I demanded, facing him at last, ‘when the city calls, I take the bus? Or 

should I have Gary drive me in the car?’ 
‘Ha, ha,’ he more said this rather than it being a genuine laugh, ‘you can use the 

Wolf’s other things. Grapple gun, rocket boots and the like. You just can’t drive the Silver 
Shadow.’ 

‘Awesome.’ Although it wasn’t. 
‘We’re in this together buddy.’ Hank told me, wobbling up and leaning hard on my 

shoulder in an attempt to appear comforting. ‘You and me.’ 
‘Uh huh. Right.’ I replied. 
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More and more I seemed to be finding that these days, I appeared to be the only 
one on my own side. 
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Eleven: 
 
It was only a matter of time before the hotline rung. I sort of knew that. 
Anyway, by this stage I still hadn’t been down to the Layer and Hank had vanished 

again, and I was about to go to bed one night when I heard it. 
A shrill, down the way, in Liam’s room. 
Liam had had black hotline phones installed in all the major spaces he inhabited. 

Lounge, kitchen, study, bedroom, toilet. You get the picture. 
There wasn’t one in my room because I was the sick kick so once I remembered 

what the awful sound was I made a mad dash for Liam’s door across the hall. 
I hadn’t been in here either. I didn’t have time to consider this, or the way that the 

room still smelt like his aftershave or that his suit jacket hung over his chair as it always 
did, seeing as I was bolting for the phone. 

‘H-H-hello?’ I panted, receiver in hand. 
‘Hello.’ Came the abrupt voice of Mayor Shirley. 
I’d always been a little afraid of her, not just because she’s the most uptight 

person ever but also because she just happens to be Betty Harper’s mother. 
Mark my words, I’ve fought bank robbers and criminals but there is nothing in the 

world as scary as the Parent-of-someone-you’ve-had-a-total-crush-on-your-whole-life. 
‘H-h-hey Mayor Shirley, I mean, your Honour.’ 
‘For goodness sake, stop stammering,’ she replied, causing me to physically shrink 

back from the phone. 
‘Oh, yes, sorry.’  
‘Right. Look, Dare – it is Dare, isn’t it?’ 
Oh. My. Gosh. I had been Liam’s side kick for five years now and this woman still 

couldn’t entirely remember my name? I tried not to be so insulted as I confirmed that 
yes, my name was Dare. 

‘There’s a robbery. Downtown. At the ports. We need you there.’ 
‘Oh. Okay. I mean… are you sure?’ I replied. 
‘Am I sure?’ 
‘Are you sure it’s necessary?’ I repeated, ‘surely the police can handle this, right? 

They’re well trained professionals…’ 
‘FOR GOODNESS SAKE GET YOUR BUTT DOWN THERE YOUNG MAN!’ Mayor 

Shirley growled. 
My mind was racing with half a dozen questions.  
Questions such as: what part of the ports? 
Was there like a specific building or something? 
How would I know where to go? 
Usually I just followed Liam – who, by the way – never asked those kinds of 

questions, he just sort of nodded and said; ‘right away mam.’ 



33 
 

I nearly choked in shock, and mustered a kind of; ‘right away mam.’ Before feeling 
like I was going to completely pass out. 

She’d already hung up the phone before I had the chance to clarify anything else. 
‘Right.’ I concluded, mostly to myself, ‘right, right, right, right… right…’ 
I could literally have stood there repeating that one word to myself over and over, 

but the fact of the matter was that there was a robbery, I’d been summoned and it was – 
whether I liked it or not – go time. 

I hadn’t had my suit taken back down to the Layer after I’d returned from Hojac. 
That was at least one thing to be thankful for.  

I was back to my room in seconds, and reluctantly tugged on my red suit, and 
black boots. I grasped my mask in my hand and pressed it onto, adhering it in place over 
the bridge of my nose as I stalked down the hall. All the while cursing the fact that 
criminals seemed so intent to carry out their no-good-ness at night rather than some 
other sensible time. 

Strangely, Gary was waiting for me at the bottom of the stairs, in his suit – I don’t 
think I’ve ever seen him out of it – with my utility belt, which had in fact been in the 
Layer. 

‘Thanks, G.’ I said, as he handed it to me, relieved I didn’t have to fetch it myself. 
‘Would you like me to bring the car around, Sir?’ Gary asked, in his typically level 

voice. 
The idea of me cruising onto the scene to beat up bad guys in the black Cadillac 

was pretty weird so I shook my head, ‘Nah, G, I’ll figure it out from here.’ 
‘I meant the Silver Shadow, Sir.’ Gary told me, ‘Master Hank has said I may drive it 

for you.’ 
That was embarrassing, I considered. Being dropped off to fight criminals by my 

butler. Regardless there were no other options. 
‘Hojac’s okay with that?’ I clarified. 
‘It would seem so, Sir.’ 
I shook my head, having exhaled in genuine disbelief, ‘alright, let’s go.’ 
Gary swanned off in the opposite direction, whilst I made for the front door. He’s 

quick for an old guy and was already there, waiting for me, the moment I appeared out of 
the front door.  

He’d have gone directly to the Layer for the car. 
‘This is just so… ridiculous.’ I told myself, self-consciously wondering what the 

police would say at the sight of me being chauffeured about. 
‘Where to, Master Roe? Ahem, I mean, Master Dare?’ Gary asked, where he had 

slunk in the driver’s seat looking super bad-ass. 
‘The ports.’ I replied. 
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Apparently Gary – like Liam – needed very little more information than this. He 
screamed off at full speed and I was relieved that at least one of us knew what they were 
doing. 

Liam’s – My – house was the only residence up a long, winding road. It was built 
just outside of the city. His family’s estate was massive, and stretched on for ages. 

The Silver Shadow ripped down the street at an impossible speed, quickly 
approaching the city, before Gary floored the accelerator and before I knew it we were at 
the ports. 

The police were already there. They’d surrounded one of the taller port buildings 
near to the wharf. They’d seen the Silver Shadow pull up and peered curiously as I 
emerged from inside. 

Most teenagers cringe when they’re dropped off at school by their parents. 
While I’d never experienced this particular feeling, seeing as I didn’t have ‘real 

parents,’ I imagine this was pretty similar to that kind of situation.  
I snapped the Silver Shadow’s door shut and before I knew it, Gary had already 

zipped away. 
‘Hey fellas,’ I began, addressing the somewhat confused police men swarmed 

about the place in full gear. ‘What’s the situation?’ 
‘Dare.’ A man with a huge moustache said, who I recognized immediately as 

Officer John, the Police Captain of Lionsbrink. ‘Good to have you here.’ 
I appreciated that he sounded as though he meant it. 
‘They’ve vanished.’ Officer John told me, ‘in there.’ He nodded in the direction of a 

huge warehouse just beyond us and the fleet of police cars. ‘There were three of them…’ 
‘What happened?’ I asked, because I sort of wanted to know what I was dealing 

with. 
John seemed sort of doubtful. I knew exactly what he was thinking; ‘Wolf never 

asked what happened.’ Despite Officer John’s obvious disappointment, I stood, tapping 
my foot upon the pavement, waiting for an answer. 

‘Thieves. Broke into some rich guy’s house. Took his wife’s jewelry.’ 
‘Right.’ I concluded, feeling as though the half a dozen cop cars were a bit of an 

overkill in perspective. 
Regardless, it wasn’t up to a hero to determine the validity of a summons, only to 

do what needed to be done. 
‘Alright.’ I concluded. 
‘It’s was the police commissioners house.’ John added, gnawing at the corner of 

his fingernail, ‘if we don’t get his wife’s things back, it’ll be my head on the chopping 
block, Dare.’ 

I sort of felt sorry for him, the Police Commissioner was a terrible boss for John to 
be that terrified of him. His wife was also rumored to be a total battle axe. As a result of 
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this, I couldn’t blame him for being a little concerned about having to tell her that her 
prized family heirlooms were gone for good. 

Perfectly aware that I was unquestionably going in there after the thieves, I gave 
John my best attempt at an ‘I’ve-got-this-under-control-nod.’ 

‘I’ve got this under control.’ I told him, in case I hadn’t done it right. 
‘Thanks, Dare. Good luck.’ John patted me on the shoulder twice. 
The thing was I knew he seriously doubled whether I was going to be able to do 

this. He had that look in his eyes. That look of an expectation of failure. 
All this was kind of irritating because as much as yes, Liam had in fact died, I was 

still Dare. 
I tried not to think too hard about his lack of confidence has I turned to make for 

the warehouse. Regardless, the truth of the situation was I was terrified. 
The blue caped bad guy was still out there. A part of me – a large part – was 

absolutely nerve-wracked at the possibility that the blue caped man, the man who’d 
killed Liam was waiting for me in the warehouse. 

Regardless, as Mayor Harper had said, this was all business, and I had no choice. I 
was Lionsbrink’s new hero. Like it or not, I was going in there, and at that point in time I 
did not like it one bit. 

Sprinting at a good pace I kept in the most part to the shadows. That was 
something Liam always said, keep out of sight, darkness was more of an ally than foe. 

Slipping down the side of the large building, I scanned the wall for windows, an 
entry point, as every super hero knows that it’s foolish to use the front door. 

Spotting one, easy enough to reach from the pavement, I grasped the sill and 
hauled myself up onto the ledge. Using my gloved hands I aimed a short punch at the 
glass, shattering it instantly. 

The noise would have alerted whoever this guy was that I was here, but I didn’t 
care.  

Like Liam always said. Speed was often better than subtlety. 
I hauled myself through the tiny broken window, the glass tugging against my suit. 

Then, with a small thud, I was through and inside. 
Great, I considered. So far so good. 
The warehouse was one huge space. Empty, aside from a narrow mezzanine which 

hung suspended above. They must have used this place for building boats or something. 
‘Right.’ I told myself, because it felt weird not to have anyone to talk to, ‘where is 

this guy?’ 
There was a kind of dull silence. Despite this, I absolutely knew the criminals – 

whoever they were – was in here. The flash of red and blue from the police cars outside 
flickered in through the windows, providing at least some level of visibility. 

But where were these guys? I wondered.  
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With quiet steps I headed towards the mezzanine. It seemed like the most obvious 
direction, not to mention it would allow me better visibility. 

Reaching for my stun gun, conveniently clipped onto my utility belt, I climbed the 
iron stairs to the mezzanine. 

I kept my breathing light and controlled, like Liam always said to. 
Once at the very top I surveyed the scene, searching out inconstancies. That’s the 

best way to spot a bad guy. Looking for things that seem out of place. Often they will 
knock something over or disturb a space when trying to disappear. 

Then, across the way, I saw it. 
A bucket. Up turned, and swiveling on its base as if recently knocked over, headed 

towards ladders which led to the higher rafters. 
‘Gotcha.’ I whispered, then there was an almighty BANG! As a bullet whizzed by. 
Only narrowly missing me. 
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Twelve: 
 
Of course my reaction was instant. 
I dart back out of the way behind a hedge of crates, as more bullets slammed 

down, puncturing large holes in the wooden floor. Pressing myself as hard as I could 
against the side wall, I gulped for air. 

‘Did you get him!?’ one voice shouted,  
‘Dunno!’ 
‘You did, I saw him!’ 
‘Nah… can’t be sure…’ 
Whoever these thieves were, they were pretty chatty. This was rather useful, as I 

shot a glance directly up to the rafters, and was immediately able to spot their dark 
shapes in the metal framing. 

They were trying to get out through the roof, which was sort of a brilliant idea. 
Large hatches spotted the ceiling a good distance above, all accessible via pretty 
freighting looking ladders – ladders which their thieves had already partly ascended. 

I could see three of them from where I hid. There were indeed three of them. 
One, bald and stocky I recognized as Albert, as he had a gun in his hands. He also carried 
a back pack which I supposed contained the Police Commissioner’s Wife’s jewelry. 

I knew Albert. I’d apprehended Albert several times before. He was a real piece of 
work, and it was weird because he’d never used a gun before.  

Rodger and Richard were this goons, they were the other two, slim and boney, 
that were just a little further down the rungs than he was. They were armed too. 

Great. 
See generally Liam had a pretty simple process when dealing with criminals. 
One: locate bad guy 
Two: beat hell out of him 
Three: smile for photos when the press showed up. 
The fact that they had a gun immediately put a spanner in the works regarding 

Liam’s usual routine. 
‘Okay,’ I whispered to myself, ‘okay, okay, okay… now what?’ 
The thing was, I wasn’t armed. I had a stun gun, but what good was that? Then 

there was the fact that I didn’t have any super powers to speak of – radioactive, alien or 
otherwise – which was a bit of a bother. 

The only good thing was that not one of these bad guys wore a blue cap, nor did 
they look robotic in anyway. 

This was a relief, despite the fact that they were shooting at me. 
The issue was (as mentioned earlier) Lionsbrink criminals had never used guns. 

The fact that they were doing so now was concerning. 
‘I’ll never get to them.’ I hissed, still talking to myself.  
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The fact was they had the high ground. Any move I’d make they’d see. ‘What 
would Liam do?’ I wondered aloud, ‘come on, come on, what would Liam do?’ 

I had no idea what Liam would do. Because Liam had died. Liam had been shot. 
Liam had never dealt with guns.  

As a matter of fact, thinking a little more about it, I doubted very much that the 
answers lay in what Liam would do. 

But what was I going to do? 
‘He’s gone.’ I heard a voice conclude, probably either Rodger or Richard, ‘you 

either killed him or he’s scampered off, what a coward.’ 
A coward? I considered. Yeah, I was terrified, but there was no way I was about to 

stand there and let three thieves call me a coward. 
I’m not sure how I found it in myself, but all of a sudden my teeth gritted hard 

together, and my brain began to tinker into action. 
Upon the floorboards, just a short distance from where I’d hidden, lay a long 

shovel. It was old, and filthy, but something. 
Fastening my stun gun to my belt, because it was unlikely that it was going to help 

the situation at all, I used the toe of my boot to maneuver the shovel a little closer. 
‘I saw something!’ Richard or Rodger called, ‘Berty! I saw something!’ 
This was rewarded by another flurry of bullets fired at random in my general 

direction. I snuck back, into the dark, grasping a hold of the shovel. 
‘How many time have I told you not to call me Berty!?’ Albert exploded. 
‘Sorry boss…’ Richard or Rodger replied. 
‘Got him?!’ Whichever other one asked. 
‘Damn it, it doesn’t matter!’ came Albert’s gruff voice, ‘just keep climbing. It’s the 

side kick. No one cares about the side kick.’ 
That just made me madder. 
Grasping the shovel as tight as I possibly could, I made my move, and I made it 

quick. 
I’d always been quicker than Liam by far. Light on my feet, I guess? In seconds, I’d 

sprinted – shovel in hand – to the base of the ladders. 
They fired again, having spotted me, but missed. Feet from the ladders, I lifted the 

shovel and using both hands, swung it at the ladder like a baseball bat. 
The moment it made impact with the metal, there was this enormous THUNK! And 

the ladder shook violently, trembling uncontrollably. 
There were shouts and groans as both Richard and Rodger’s grip upon the ladder 

was compromised and they came tumbling down. Albert miraculously managed to 
maintain his hold.  

Neither Richard nor Rodger had far to fall, and the drop was likely to teach them a 
lesson.  

Namely: not to ever underestimate me again.  
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Both hit the ground with heavy thuds, I threw the shovel, and darted for one of 
their guns, grapping it and lunging for the ladder. 

Albert fired again, missing, his bullets smacking down near where Richard and 
Rodger had fallen. 

‘BOSS!’ one yelped, as I climbed, ‘you trying to kill us!?’ 
I didn’t think Albert cared at all if he did, but of course I didn’t say that. 
All adrenalin, I clawed my way up in pursue of Albert. I was quicker than he was, 

more nimble and able to shift faster up the ladder. 
He tried to fire again, missing me, then there was a dull little click as it became 

vastly obvious that he’d completely run out of bullets. 
Albert and my eyes met for a moment, and a wide grin curved across my face. 
Terrified, Albert scrambled, vain attempts to reach one of the roof hatches above. 
He wasn’t going to, though. There was no way. 
‘Dare!’ Albert cried, as I gained on him, ‘Come on Dare, hold on, I’ll give you the 

jewelry… we didn’t really want it anyway, come on Dare! Please!?’ 
I wasn’t going to negotiate with him. That was one of Liam’s rules. Never negotiate 

with offenders.  
At his heels now, I grasped the outer right hand side of the ladder, coming up 

alongside him and grabbing a hold of his backpack, tugging at it. 
The pack came pretty easily off his shoulders, mostly, I think, because at this stage 

Albert was terrified. Slinging it over my shoulder, I lurched up so I was above him now, 
grapping the gun I’d taken from Richard or Rodger or whoever it had been. 

‘Don’t move, Berty.’ I said in the lost low, gravelly voice I could manage. 
Albert’s eyes were huge with disbelief. 
‘You… You… You…’ 
‘I what?’ I demanded, gun still in hand. 
‘But you’re the side kick.’ 
‘I think you’ll find, I’m not.’ I countered, unrelenting, ‘the gun’s new, Berty, why’d 

you bring the gun?’ 
‘I… I…’ 
‘Here’s what were gonna do, Berty.’ I told him matter-of-factly, ‘you and I are 

gonna climb down this ladder, and we’re going to round up your friends there and go see 
Police Captain John.’ 

‘But… but…’ 
‘And you’re gonna to apologize to Captain John and give him back these jewels. 

Got that?’ 
Albert seemed on the verge of tears. I could have asked him to do anything and 

he’d have agreed. 
‘Okay…’ he wailed, face red and blotchy, ‘I’ll do anything, just don’t… don’t shoot 

me!’ 
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I wasn’t going to shoot him, but he didn’t need to know that. 
‘Come on, Berty, let’s move.’ 
Albert did a good job, negotiating his way back down the ladder, by the time we’d 

reached the bottom both Richard and Rodger were on their sides, rubbing various sore 
bones and bruises.  

With gun still pointed at the group, and the bag over one shoulder I ordered 
Richard and Rodger to their feet and out to the waiting policemen outside.  

This time we used the door. 
Captain John’s face melted with relief once he saw my face, Albert, Rodger and 

Richard stood with hands displayed wide in surrender. 
‘You did it!’ he cried, genuinely surprised. 
I tried not to be offended about that. 
Police were everywhere now, and right on time a flurry of reporters had shown 

up, great flashes sparked across my vision as they snapped picture after picture. 
It felt weird though, seeing as with Liam gone, now I was the subject of their 

photographs. 
‘Captain John.’ I began loudly, because to be honest I have this ability to be a little 

obnoxious some times, ‘Albert here has something to say to you.’ 
With that, I gave Albert a little nudge forwards with the nose of the gun I’d been 

holding. 
‘Uh…’ Albert began nervously, ‘I uh… I’m sorry Captain John.’ 
Captain John was the picture of astonishment. His mouth agape, he stared wide 

eyed back at me as I handed the back pack and gun to a waiting policeman. 
‘All done, Cap,’ I told him, with a little mock salute, ‘I’ll leave you boys to clean 

up?’ 
He didn’t say anything more than that. Instead, he stared, in genuine amazement 

as I wandered past the flock of chattering reporters and photographers towards the 
waiting Silver Shadow. 

All over I was shaking with a kind of energy. A sort of cross between exhilaration 
and fear. 

Even I couldn’t quite believe I’d done it. I’d stopped the bad guys. I’d gotten the 
Police Commissioner’s Wife’s jewels back. Albert and his goons had been armed but I’d 
out smarted him. 

My mind kept replaying the whole thing over and over again as I reached for the 
door handle of the Silver Shadow and turned, offering a short wave to the cameras. 

‘All went well, Master Roe – erm, I mean – Master Dare?’ Gary asked as I lowered 
myself into the passenger seat. 

‘Yeah.’ I replied, in a state of disbelief, ‘yeah it did.’ 
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Thirteen: 
 
It was on the radio on the way home. 
The first, of what would be a long, long, onslaught of criticism, regarding me, and 

Mayor Shirley and Hojac for have bestowed such a young and ‘unexperienced’ hero upon 
the city of Lionsbrink. 

It seems the initial reports of the events down at the ports had come through, the 
hosts were discussing it in detail as Gary and I headed back to the mansion. 

‘All I’m asking,’ the talk show host began in that stupid, plastic voice they use, ‘is 
whether a sixteen year old – he’s sixteen right? – yeah a sixteen year old should be 
parading about in costume, risking his lives for us.’ 

‘And that’s before you question his competency.’ The woman host added with a 
horrible cackling laugh. ‘I mean sidekicks are sidekicks for a reason right?’ 

‘I’m just not so sure we should be relying on someone so young so soon after 
Wolf’s death…’ 

Mercifully, without saying anything, Gary reached forwards and flicked the radio 
off. We sat in silence the rest of the way home. 

As soon as we got home, Gary offered to make me a toasted cheese sandwich. 
Toasted cheese sandwiches had been a kind of tradition between Liam and I. Each 

time we’d return from crime fighting or general do gooding, Gary would wander about 
and offer to make us a grilled cheese.  

I appreciated Gary’s offer, but the idea of engaging in one of Liam and I’s 
traditions at that moment made me feel ill.  

Instead, I shook my head and explained that I’d be headed upstairs, but thanks for 
the lift. 

Internally, I was still reeling. I’d done it. It almost didn’t seem real. I mean I wasn’t 
Liam, I wasn’t the Wolf, prowling about solving all of Lionsbrink’s problems. Still, I’d 
stopped Albert and his goons and returned the jewels to Captain John. 

Not that the city cared. They were too busy criticizing the fact that I was young, or 
a sidekick or whatever. I was furious, and Gary knew it so thankfully he left me on my 
own. 

I’d saved the damn jewels after all. And I’d stopped three armed criminals on my 
own. What more did I need to do for these people? 

I didn’t even necessarily want to be here in the first place. It was this furious 
compulsion, this boiling anger that thrashed in the pit of my stomach that stirred up 
something rash inside of me. 

So I made a hasty decision.  
I was out of here. Damn Hojac, and damn mayor Shirley and damn Hank. I was out 

of here. Sure, I was bound to serve the city another three months, and sure if I abstained 
the city would take all my money but I didn’t care. 
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So what if I was poor. So what if I wasn’t a hero any more I didn’t care the whole 
thing was a farce anyway, Liam’s death had showed me that much. 

There was no way I was putting my life on the line for a city of people who hated 
me. No way. I’d heard the talk show hosts, they didn’t want me. I didn’t want them. Liam 
was dead, I had nothing, who cared if Hojac took my money. 

I could change my name. 
I could run away. 
And that’s what I was going to do. There was no way Hojac would ever be able to 

catch me. I was fast. I could out run them – at least, in that moment I figured I could. 
Once in my bedroom I changed quickly, tossing Dare’s costume aside to the floor, 

and peeling off my mask. In a pair of jeans, my sneakers and a lose fitting t-shirt, I shoved 
odds and ends into a backpack and made for my wardrobe. 

I headed directly for the layer. 
It had been weeks since I’d come down there. 
The layer was generally accessible from most rooms in the mansion. The main 

entrance through the huge painting of Liam and his dead parents in the central hall, but 
there were other methods. Behind library shelves, fire places, secret trap doors, and so 
on. 

I’d taken the spiral stairwell that carved down through the back of my wardrobe. 
Still buzzing with fury I navigated the inky dark until a flash of motion sensitive lights 
blasted a brilliant glow up ahead. 

Nothing had changed. I’m not sure why I expected it too. 
A wide expansive space, the layer was hollowed into heavy bedrock, like a cavern. 

Large industrial lights suspended down over a tiled floor that sort of went on forever. 
I’d always joked to Liam that the layer looked sort of like Micky Mouse.  
There were three main floors, one central large one, where the command panels 

and large holographic display screens were. Then two other smaller levels, one a sort of 
workout space – where Liam would basically torture me with training exercises – the 
punching bag and other odds and ends still lay about as if he and I’d only just been down 
here. 

As much as I’d hated the exercises at the time, seeing the gym equipment made 
me miss Liam with a sharp pain of grief I thought I was long since finished feeling. 

The third floor space held all the cool stuff, in other words, stuff I wasn’t allowed 
to touch. The Silver Shadow was there already, Gary must have parked it up. As were 
Liam’s other vehicles, all of which I suspected I was insufficiently licensed to drive.  

I began to calculate which one I’d steal to make my getaway. 
In a sort of daze, absorbing it in as if for the first time, I paced over towards the 

command panel. I’m not sure why I did. The plan had been to get in and out as quick as I 
could. 
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The control panel was all flashing lights and chrome there, with readings and city 
maps all glowing above like a giant television screen. 

With a loud huff, and dropping my pack to the floor I sort of half fell into the single 
chair that sat before it all. Liam’s chair. He’d never let me sit here ever. Didn’t matter 
now though, I figured. 

I’m not sure how long I was there. Head in my hands I sort of relayed the whole 
night over and over again.  

A part of me – a small part – seemed to find it difficult to leave, as much as I 
desperately wanted to. 

So my mind flickered over the events of the port. Albert, and his idiot henchmen. 
And they’d had guns. Criminals in our city never had guns. This was rather 

worrying.  
‘I didn’t think I’d find you down here.’ A voice snarked. 
Blinking my eyes open, I rotated in my seat and peered back over one shoulder 

where Hank stood, sweaty as ever, watching me. 
This was irritating because I couldn’t make a clean getaway with Hank around. 
‘Uh huh.’  
‘You haven’t been down in the layer for weeks.’ He noted. 
‘Uh huh.’ 
‘You used to love it down here. I remember Liam would bring you down as a boy… 

you’d try and climb on everything. It drove him crazy.’ 
I remembered this too. When I was younger the layer had been more of a 

playroom than anything else. The memory stung. 
‘Uh huh.’ I muttered, because admittedly, I felt a little too upset to say anything 

more than that. ‘Why are you here?’ I asked at last, turning back to the screens. 
‘I came to check on you.’ 
‘Did you?’ I asked, sounding as doubtful as I felt. 
‘Hojac saw the whole thing on TV – you’ve been on TV, by the way – they’re 

impressed.’ 
‘Are they?’ this was completely opposite to what I’d heard on the radio, ‘sounded 

to me like they are as keen as I am to stay on here…’ I added in a tight voice. Hank 
guessed the sarcasm. 

‘We just need some good press.’ 
‘Good press?’ I echoed. 
‘Yes. What’s with the bag?’ he asked, nodding to my pack. 
‘Talking a walk.’ I replied. 
‘Not far, I hope?’ 
I didn’t answer this. 
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I pressed my lips hard together, a little frustrated and I wasn’t sure why. ‘They had 
guns.’ I said in a sort of hiss, this deeply concerned me. The fact that Albert and his 
cronies had been armed. 

Hank sort of scoffed, ‘Huh. Yes. I saw that in the early reports.’ 
‘It was only Albert, and his idiot friends. But they had guns.’ 
‘Who cares, you dealt with it.’ 
‘It matters, Hank.’ I snapped, suddenly on my feet and scowling at him, ‘they’ve 

never had guns before. Not since… since…’ 
I couldn’t say it. I couldn’t talk about Liam’s death. 
‘Yes.’ Hank agreed. Evidently he knew exactly what I was talking about, ‘Well, 

perhaps what happened to Liam was a game changer? Perhaps the criminals feel as 
though the dynamic has changed somewhat since Liam died?’ 

I didn’t like that. All the more it made me want to run. 
‘Doesn’t matter anyway.’ Hank went on, ‘heroes serve cities where criminals fight 

with guns all the time. Just because Lionsbrink used to be rated for family viewing, 
doesn’t mean it was necessarily going to stay that way. You handled it just fine. You’ll 
continue to handle it just fine.’  

He was quiet for a short while. Probably considering if he ought to say anything 
more about my backpack. Hank had to know why it was there. He was greasy but not 
stupid. ‘I’d better go anyway.’ Hank concluded at last, shoving his pudgy hands into his 
trouser pockets, ‘get some rest kiddo. Good job. Mayor Shirley is super impressed.’ 

I doubted that, but didn’t say so. Instead I watched him go, confused as to why he 
hadn’t said a think about my backpack. 
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Fourteen 
 
It was only when the door slammed shut that I let my guard down again. Clasping 

my face in my hands, and breathing heavily through my mouth. Then, in sheer 
frustration, with a loud and sudden growl I slammed both fists down onto the control 
panel with a bang. 

Things flickered and beeped, as I hit various buttons, but I didn’t care. I hated this 
stupid place anyway. Not to mention I was out of there anyway. All I had to do was select 
my getaway vehicle. 

It was only then, as I turned to leave, my eyes traced upwards to the screen. 
It seemed – inadvertently – I had managed to access Liam’s own personal desktop. 
Weird. 
The whole thing sat wide open before me, with various icons and a wallpaper of 

himself – in costume as the Wolf – behind it all. I sort of rolled my eyes, Liam had always 
been more than a little vain. 

Leaning over the control panel, my curiosity was tempted by a little folder that sat 
in the far corner of the screen above me. 

A folder which read one word: ‘BLUE.’ 
My mind’s eye flashed with sudden recollections of that night. The caped stranger 

with the gun, the robots, the teeth rattling BANG! 
Blue. I thought, still staring at the little folder.  
Like the cape. 
I’m not sure how I knew, but all at once I was absolutely certain that the tiny 

folder icon labeled ‘BLUE’ had everything to do with the unknown man I’d seen shoot 
Liam. 

With a nervous hand, I motioned for the file, double tapping my fingertip on the 
control pad. 

At once the file opened, and within it there were two documents. The first was 
labeled, ‘Kissinger Quarry.’ 

Kissinger Quarry? All I knew of Kissinger Quarry was that it was a massive hole in 
the ground on the outskirts of Lionsbrink. A few kilometers from my house in fact.  

I remember at school someone – probably a teacher – had once said that it had 
been hollowed out in the sixties and long since abandoned. They’d mined chalk or coal or 
something there. Anyway the mine was empty now and often I’d hear about guys from 
school going down there to kiss girls.  

I’d never been there – obviously – so could not talk from experience. 
 But what the heck was Liam doing with a file on Kissinger Quarry? Using my index 

finger again, perplexed, I scrolled through the document. It was nothing but plans. Notes 
on acidity levels, environmental impacts, blue prints and financials. 

Nothing important.  
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Nothing that seemed to matter.  
Then, at the very end of the document, there appeared to be a single line. It had 

been added, as an afterthought. The words were bolded, and bright red at the very base 
of the page. 

They read: ‘Department of Security, September: In Association with Concern BLUE.’ 
I scowled further, a knowing kind of concern bubbling away in the very pit of my 

stomach. 
All desire to run had faded with this strange, concerning information. 
I closed down the first document and then, with heart racing, I made to select the 

second. This one had been saved with the name ‘2Sept.’ 
The second of September. 
The second of September? I thought, stomach flipping over. 
A day before Liam’s death. All of this seemed to numb my mind as I opened the 

second and last of the files. 
It was a photograph. 
Blurry, and speckled with what seemed to be drops of water, as if taken from a 

security camera or something. There was nothing immediately striking about the image. 
Not at first at least. 

Then, the closer I looked, I spotted something.  
Probably what Liam had spotted. 
The photo had been taken at Kissinger Quarry. I could tell by the littered stones 

and other odds and ends that dotted the image. Barely visible, I could see the main 
tunnel through into the underground, and in the poor pixilated quality, that was not 
everything I saw. 

Directly beside the tunnel entrance – just as I recalled him – was the unmistakable 
shape of the Blue Caped stranger who’d shot Liam dead. 

Blue. There was a smaller figure, all in a deep black or navy that stood alongside, 
but I didn’t so much care about that. 

Instead, I felt ill. 
Deeply, deeply ill. 
Liam had known – sort of. 
Whoever it was that had killed Liam he’d known them. He’d been aware that they 

were out there – in their blue cape – and skulking around Kissinger Quarry. 
But Liam hadn’t said anything. 
Why hadn’t he said anything? 
It seemed completely out of character that Liam would ever hide anything from 

me. He and I had always been completely transparent. He valued me and my opinions. 
Regardless that made little difference to this sudden revelation. 

Liam had stumbled upon something he hadn’t told me about. 
Something that had gotten him killed. 
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My eyes grew smaller as I glared hard at the image. All at once my desire to run, to 
escape, and abandon Lionsbrink and Hojac and Hank dissipated. 

This changed everything. 
Liam had been working on something, something called concern ‘BLUE,’ to do with 

the caped stranger who’d killed him. 
Something about Kissinger Quarry. 
Speechless now, staring at the photo for what seemed like hours, the back pack at 

my feet. 
I wasn’t running. 
Sure, Lionsbrink didn’t seem to want Dare around, and yeah, I didn’t quite want to 

be their hero anyway but everything changed the second I saw that photograph. 
I hated Hojac, and Hank and Mayor Shirley, but I’d loved Liam. He’d been a father 

to me.  
And at that moment I decided I was going to do whatever it took to find his killer. 
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Fifteen: 
 
I tried not to think about how crazy I was to active hunt Liam’s killer. Thankfully, 

there was a lot more to think about. 
The bad press – as Hank had called it – went on and on. It was all over TV, the 

radio, the internet, not to mention everyone was talking about it at school. 
It seemed everyone knew of what had occurred down at the ports last night. 
Students discussed it in great detail between desks and lockers. Seeing as I’d been 

there, and my mind was already full considering all I’d found on Liam’s computer the 
night before, I ignored the whole thing. 

The whole day passed me like a daze. That was until fifth period. 
A little achy from fighting crime – seeing as I’d been on a hiatus the last few weeks 

and was a little rusty – I tumbled into my seat near the back of the classroom. 
It was a bright, brilliant day outside and I peered out the window, as other 

students filed in. Then I heard a voice, very softly say my name; ‘Roe.’ 
Jerking around in my seat, my entire world froze as I found myself face to face 

with Betty Harper. 
She was staring at me, quite obviously expecting me to say something, only I had 

no idea what to say. Mercifully, she motioned to the empty stool beside me. 
‘Someone sitting there?’ 
‘Uh no.’ 
‘Uh good.’ She replied mimicking my tone and grinning a mile wide. Then she sat 

herself down at the table beside me. 
Like a tidal wave, I was overcome, rather suddenly, by a half a million insecurities 

all at once. 
Did I smell weird? 
Was my hair doing that strange flicky thing it did sometimes? 
Was there food in my teeth? 
The list went on. 
Betty of course had no idea, and sat wistfully, as the teacher, Miss Winters 

wandered inside and cleared her throat. 
‘Good afternoon, find your seats quickly.’ she stated in that brisk manner she 

always used. 
The class settled and I tried not to stare at Betty as Miss Winters began to speak 

again, shuffling papers upon her desk. 
‘As I mentioned to you yesterday we will be beginning a new research subject this 

afternoon. This research subject will account for two thirds of your grade this academic 
year so I suggest you listen carefully, and work diligently.’ 

This remark was punctuated by a collective groan. 
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‘Two thirds of our grade.’ I heard Betty whisper to her friend some other girl 
alongside her, ‘that’s insane.’ 

‘I’ll say.’ Some Other Girl replied. 
Grasping a numb of chalk, Miss Winters wandered towards the blackboard, her 

heels clicking on the floor as she did so. In her neat scrawl, she began to script letters 
upon its surface. 

‘Super heroes.’ She concluded, as I blinked up again in surprise. There was again, a 
mumble of interest and chatter between the students.  ‘Obviously a hot subject at the 
moment, given recent events in the city.’ Miss Winters noted tipping her head to one 
side.  

This news presented both positives and negatives for me. 
The positive was that for once in my life I would likely do well on a school 

assignment. 
The negative was that I’d had enough of the whole super hero crap to last me a 

life time. 
Betty however, jiggled her legs beside me, clearly enthralled. 
‘Over the next semester you will be undertaking an enquiry of a particular Super 

Hero, with the purpose to present your findings to the class at the end of the school 
term.’ Miss Winters explained, ‘you will aim to outline a set of proposed questions about 
your chosen hero. Where do they serve? What are the conditions of their contract? You 
get the idea.’ She was pacing now, ‘you are to explore an original angle on your chosen 
hero, while contracting their personhood and heroness.’ 

Personhood and heroness? I thought internally. What a load of rubbish. 
Regardless, the class were in fits of excitement. 
‘You’ll work in pairs.’ Miss Winters added, proving that things really could get 

worse, ‘I’ll give you five minutes to find a partner before we get started.’ 
Finding partners for school projects, or sports or whatever had always been a 

pretty fruitless thing for me. After all, I was Romulus Grey. I usually only found someone 
to work with once they’d been blackmailed by the teacher to do so. 

This was why I was so startled when I felt a tap on my shoulder, and turned to find 
Betty Harper beaming at me. 

‘Hey Roe. Be my partner.’ 
Again, I was thrown into a frozen kind of silence. 
Was she serious? Surely this had to be a joke of some kind. A dare. Surely? 
Regardless, Betty seemed genuine and watched me, waiting for me to say 

something. 
‘Sure.’ I croaked, because obviously I wasn’t going to say no. 
‘Brilliant!’ she grinned, ‘that’s great.’ 
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Some Other Girl over Betty’s shoulder scowled at me now, clearly frustrated that 
she had been overlooked as Betty’s partner. Betty however, did not seem to have 
noticed. 

‘Cool.’ I concluded, my hands like, ridiculously sweaty now. 
‘My house or yours?’ she asked me rather abruptly. 
‘Huh?’ 
‘Well, we’ll want to get started right away.’ Betty said, ‘I’m not sure if you’re 

aware, but I sort of maintain an A plus, plus average, and I’m not about to let that slip.’ 
If her hair hadn’t smelt so nice I’d probably have thought her a little pretentious. 
‘Oh.’  
‘My house then.’ Betty concluded, before flipping her notebook open and jotting 

down her address in pink pen. With one swift movement she tore the page out and 
handed it to me. ‘Six thirty alright? You can come for dinner. I’ll tell mum.’ 

‘Sure.’ I agreed, still star struck. 
‘Great.’  
I didn’t get a chance to say anything more than that – not that I was at all 

articulate enough at that moment to do so – as Miss Winters cleared her throat and told 
us all to be quiet. 

The rest of class passed by as I sat in a sort of delirious state of disbelief. 
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Sixteen: 
 
Once home I went directly to my room and lamented over which shirt to wear. 
It had not escaped my thoughts that Betty – as well as being perfect in every way 

– was Mayor Shirley’s daughter. 
Mayor Shirley is formidable on a good day, and I was not too keen on offending 

her by an inappropriate choice of clothing. Not that I personally thought any piece of my 
wardrobe was inappropriate but Mayor Shirley seemed like the sort of person who’d 
probably find fault in anything. 

Gary appeared too, asking me if I wanted anything for dinner, to which I told him 
that I was out for dinner. He tried not to look so surprised. 

Finally deciding on a white button down shirt, a thin black tie and my best black 
jeans Gary reappeared asking if I needed to be driven to wherever it was I was going. 
While I’d have rather taken the bus there was no guarantee that I’d reach Betty’s on 
time. Reluctantly, I agreed to let him drive me in the Cadillac. 

We rode most of the way in silence. I handed the address to Gary and he dutifully 
drove me there. It was only as we headed up Park Avenue – probably the most 
impressive street in the whole of Lionsbrink – I spoke. 

‘It’s for school.’ I told him limply, ‘a project. I’m working with Mayor Shirley’s 
daughter.’ I added this last bit to explain the tie. 

‘Indeed Master Roe.’ 
At last, we drew up outside of the Harper’s enormous iron gates. I told Gary not to 

bother waiting and climbed out of the car, promising to call him when I needed him to 
come and fetch me.  

Betty’s house was not quite as big as mine but it stood enormous amidst a 
perfectly manicured garden. 

Once I’d located the intercom, I quickly rung the bell and stepped back, tugging at 
my shirt collar. I felt hot. And not in like, a good way. In a ‘my-costume-was-hidden-
beneath-my-clothes’ kind of way. 

That was yet another side effect of being a super hero. Always having to be ready 
at the drop of a hat to save the world or whatever. I had my full Dare costume hidden 
beneath my jeans and shirt, and the mask folded in my back pocket.  

‘Hello?’ a voice quipped from the intercom. 
I pressed the button, and cleared my throat before saying; ‘Hey, uh… my name’s 

Roe I –’ 
‘Come in.’ the voice concluded briskly, before the iron gates began to sweep open, 

allowing me inside. 
I wandered up the driveway to the front door. I was about half way up the front 

stairs when the door opened and I was met by a waiting Betty. In stark contrast to my 
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shirt and tie, she wore a large jumper and leggings, her hair whisked back in a tight 
ponytail. 

‘Hey there.’ she said, her smile curved up to the left, ‘right on time.’ 
‘Yeah, I had Gary drop me…’ I mumbled, hands in my pockets. 
‘Gary?’ 
‘Oh. Right. My Butler.’ 
‘Oh.’ Betty jerked her eyebrows, ‘your butler. Right. Well come in, you’re right on 

time.’ 
‘Thanks.’ I managed to say, following her inside. 
Betty’s house was like one of those homes you see on TV, or in movies. It was 

perfect, with a huge winding stairwell, and wooden floorboards.  
‘You look nice.’ Betty noted, glancing back at me. 
‘Oh. Thanks.’ I replied, bashful. 
‘Fancy.’ She added, ‘what, you trying to impress me or something?’ 
‘No. I mean… I…’ 
‘Kidding.’ Betty informed me mercifully, as I turned redder by the second. 
‘Right.’ 
Betty led me through into a super huge living room. The television was on and in 

front of it, on a massive couch, with the same bright red hair as Betty, sat Mayor Shirley.  
I instinctively cringed as her eyes locked onto me. 
‘Oh.’ She remarked through her small lips, ‘we have company.’ 
‘Yeah, remember I said?’ Betty reminded sheepishly, ‘mum this is Romulus. 

Romulus Grey.’ 
Mayor Shirley’s eyes grew smaller as the familiarity of my name rolled over her. 

‘Uh huh. Liam’s son.’ 
‘Yes.’ Betty agreed, still sheepish, ‘but I don’t think Roe wants to talk about his 

dad, mum.’ 
‘Right.’ Shirley agreed, ‘yes, yes.’ She was on her feet now, straightening out the 

most intense looking purple pantsuit I’ve personally ever seen in my life. ‘Well, Romulus – 
Roe – it is nice to meet you. Nice tie.’ 

She shook my hand, and I said something of it being nice to meet her too and a 
thank you for her liking my tie. 

‘Right!’ Shirley decided, ‘I think it’s about time for dinner don’t you? Shall we?’ 
Mayor Shirley and Betty led me down the hall a little further to a huge dining room 

where a maid waited to serve their meal. Mayor Shirley took the seat at the very head of 
the table. There were two other places set. One at her right, the other at her left. Betty 
took the far side, while I took the other which faced the windows. 

Our meals were brought to us – roast chicken and vegetables – before both 
Shirley and Betty blessed themselves and Betty said grace. 

‘We’re Catholic.’ She told me, as she made to eat. 
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‘Oh cool.’ I replied. 
I knew a little bit about Betty. But like, only the headlines. She was an only child, 

her mother was the super important super scary mayor. I hadn’t ever heard mention or 
seen a dad, so I guessed he was out of the picture.  

‘So how is it?’ Shirley asked me, picking at her vegetables, ‘living in that great big 
house of yours on your own?’ 

‘Mother!’ Betty yelped, probably worried I’d be offended or something. 
‘No, it’s fine.’ I shook my head, because I was sort of used to talking about it now, 

‘it’s fine. I have Gary – my butler.’ 
‘Ah. Good. And no other family?’ 
‘No.’ I shook my head, eyes on my food. 
‘Tragic.’ 
‘I guess you could say so.’ 
‘Liam was a good man.’ Shirley added, ‘I met him a number of times.’ 
‘He was, yeah.’ 
‘You look just like him you know?’ 
‘Yeah, I’ve heard that.’ I agreed, because I did, seeing as I was Liam’s clone. 
‘And I trust he left you comfortable…?’ 
‘Mother!’ Betty cried again, aghast. 
Shirley was like that. It wasn’t the first time I’d met her so I was sort of used to the 

blunt manner in which she addressed subjects. Meeting Mayor Shirley’s eyes I nodded 
once, ‘I’m comfortable yes.’ 

‘Good. I’m glad you’re comfortable.’ 
Betty pursed her lips, poking at her meal. ‘Roe and I are working on a project 

together.’ She said absently, ‘for Social Studies. On super heroes.’ 
‘Super heroes?’ Shirley repeated, in a manner which suggested she wasn’t super 

thrilled about the subject. ‘Lovely of you to work with Roe on that, Betty.’ She slipped me 
a sideways look, ‘when she was younger, Betty would rescue all kinds of injured animals. 
Puppies, kittens, birds, spiders… you name it. She doesn’t do it as much now. Instead 
she’s taken to rescuing people.’ 

I winced. Shirley was implying that Betty had pitied me – probably because of 
Liam’s death – and that was why she’d offered to be my partner. 

A sinking realization took a hold of the pit of my stomach as I realized this was 
probably true. 

I shot a look across to Betty who had taken immense interest in her meal, 
‘Super heroes certainly to be the flavor or the week these days, doesn’t it?’ 
‘I guess so.’ I agreed uncomfortably, still mulling over the realization of Betty’s 

motives. 
‘A necessary evil.’ Shirley remarked, stabbing hard at her chicken. 
I smirked a mile wide, ‘A necessary evil?’ 
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‘Good for morale, effective – goodness knows the police in this town are 
completely useless – but they can be a total nuisance believe me.’ 

I laughed at this, because as much as Mayor Shirley had hated Wolf and I she’d 
never openly said it. 

‘Why?’ 
‘They think they know what is best.’ Shirley said tartly, ‘often they don’t.’ she 

started at me down her thin nose. 
‘I’m sure they have some good ideas?’ I suggested, flicking her a cool look.  
Shirley’s expression faulted with some kind of unreadable emotion, she impaled a 

carrot on the end of her fork and puckered her lips. As if deciding if she was going to kill 
me. 

Betty swallowed uncomfortably opposite, and her gaze met mine for half a second 
at least. 

‘Perhaps.’ Shirley concluded at last. 
The remainder of the meal was spent for the most part in silence. 
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Seventeen: 
 
After dinner Betty led me up to their study. A library like room on the second floor 

stacked full of books. 
Shirley told us not to study too late and then her phone rang and she disappeared. 
Betty didn’t say a word until we were upstairs. 
‘Sorry.’ She gushed, closing the door over, and glancing up at me, ‘sorry, my 

mother… she… she is ridiculous sometimes.’ 
I shrugged, ‘its fine.’  
‘It’s not fine. She shouldn’t have talked about your father like that.’ Betty wriggled 

her hands together, as I circled a round table in the very middle of the room stacked with 
paper, pens, two glasses and a pitcher of water. 

‘It’s fine.’ I reiterated, mind still on the fact that I was a grown up version of one of 
her rescued creatures. 

‘It’s not fine.’ Betty muttered, ‘gosh that woman is impossible.’  
‘Thanks for dinner.’ I remarked, trying to change the subject, because I hated the 

ache associated with someone feeling sorry for you. I’d had enough people do that of 
late. 

‘No problem.’ Betty huffed, slipping into a chair, she reached forwards and splayed 
out the paper and grasped a pen in her left hand. I lowered myself into a seat opposite, 
and watched her. 

‘You’re left handed.’ 
Betty blinked back up at me. 
‘What?’ 
‘I just never noticed me.’ 
Betty glanced down to her clutched pen, ‘I guess there’s a lot you don’t know 

about me.’ 
That was true. I still could not quite believe I was here. I felt a little awkward for 

the conversation I’d had with her mother. I should have left it. After all, I knew how 
Shirley had felt about Wolf and how she’d felt about me.  

Besides, as far as any one was concerned, I was Romulus Grey. Not Dare. It 
shouldn’t matter to me what Mayor Shirley thinks of super heroes. 

‘Got any ideas?’ I asked her, because school seemed like a way safer subject. 
‘Sort of.’ She replied, with a shy sort of smile. 
‘What is it?’ I asked, feeling a little more confident now, ‘Gravity Guy? I heard he’s 

a real jerk.’ Speaking from experience. 
‘No.’ 
‘Javla Girl?’ I suggested, ‘I for one would be interested to know how she fights 

crime without her trusty javelin.’ 
Betty was laughing now, ‘No.’ 
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‘Golden Knight?’ 
Giggling, Betty shook her head, ‘No.’ 
‘Then what?’ 
‘Am I to believe that I’ve inadvertently paired myself up with the biggest super 

hero nerd in the school year?’ Betty asked, leaning forwards. 
‘I know a little bit,’ I replied, locking eyes with her, ‘but I wouldn’t call myself a 

nerd.’ 
‘Of course not, no one calls themselves a nerd.’ Betty teased, she leant back, 

‘seriously though. You’ve been holding out on me. You actually know a bit about this 
stuff.’ 

‘I had the action cards when I was a kid. That’s about it.’ I lied. 
Betty tossed a shoulder, ‘who didn’t.’ she tapped her pen again, ‘well, regardless, 

I’m pretty pleased I’ve managed to pair up with a super hero nerd – not that you’re a 
nerd of course – ’ 

I shook my head, ‘No.’ He hesitated, summoning all kinds of courage – different 
courage than the kind you need to fight bad guys – and coughed once. ‘Betty.’ 

‘Yeah?’ 
‘Did you only start talking to me because you felt sorry for me?’ 
She hesitated. Sometimes a hesitation is all the answer you need. 
‘Right.’ I concluded, turning pink, ‘okay… well… you know you can work with 

whoever you like. I don’t actually care.’ 
‘Roe…’ 
‘It’s fine.’ I insisted, already making to stand. I figured I could find my way out of 

her huge house. ‘You should work with what’s her name…’ 
‘Roe, sit down.’ 
‘It’s fine,’ 
‘Stop saying its fine.’ Betty interrupted. 
I – now standing – folded my arms across my chest, ‘so tell me honestly then. Did 

you only offer to be my partner because you felt sorry for me?’ 
Betty’s mouth knotted to one side, ‘I guess so.’ 
I could have died. Like. I wish someone had struck me dead because I felt 

ridiculously embarrassed to be standing there. I was a human stray, at least in her eyes 
and that made me feel like two feet tall. 

‘Roe.’ Betty said, interrupting me from my thoughts, ‘have you ever thought that 
maybe sometimes people need to let other people rescue them?’ 

I blinked back at her, the concept of rescue wasn’t foreign to me – obviously. 
‘What do you mean?’ 
‘I mean, you seem nice. And I’ve watched you for years… you know? I guess I 

figure when someone goes through what you’ve been through, then shouldn’t do 
through it alone.’ She paused, ‘I know you’ve got Gary.’ She added, as if knowing I was 
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about to remind her of the fact, ‘but is it such a bad thing that I used everything that’s 
happened to you as excuse to introduce myself?’ 

My shoulders, which had been arched up around my ears, began to slowly lilt 
down. The way she made it sound was like, a million times less pathetic. 

‘Besides.’ She added with a wistful smile, ‘maybe I only picked you because I knew 
you were such a genius when it comes to super heroes. After all, you know how badly I 
want a good grade.’ 

I unfolded my arms, ‘Yeah but if people ask you why, don’t tell them that. I’d 
rather you use the wounded animal thing. That’s nowhere near as bad as being a nerd.’ 

‘I’ll use neither.’ Betty promised me. 
‘So what will you tell them?’ I asked, this sounded a lot more flirtatious than I’d 

meant and I was pretty surprised with myself. 
Betty gave me a mischievous smile, ‘I’ll tell them it’s because you’re super rich.’ 
I sunk back into my seat, ‘see, I can live with that.’ 
Betty laughed now, and picked her pen back up, and I reached for a glass of water. 

Just as I took the first sip, Betty spoke again, ‘I thought maybe you and I could chose Dare 
as out research subject?’ 

I basically choked on the water, and lent forwards coughing. ‘Why’d you want to 
pick Dare?’ I asked. 

‘I don’t know. Figured it would be interesting.’ Betty shrugged, ‘besides, everyone 
else will pick Gravity Guy and Javla Girl and Golden Knight and whatever.’ 

It was ridiculous. The idea of doing a research assignment on myself. Regardless, 
we were likely to get the good grade Betty wanted oh so badly. 

‘But why?’ I furthered, because as far as I was concerned the majority of the city 
was questioning my ability to fight crime. 

‘It’s interesting.’ Betty replied quietly, ‘seeing as he was a sidekick, and now 
because of what happened to the Wolf, he’s a super hero – I’m pretty sure there’s meant 
to be a license he has to get to be a super hero – ’ 

‘There is.’ I agreed subconsciously. 
‘Mum said it’s because of Wolf’s contract. That Dare’s a clone so he’s legally the 

same person and bound to the city until it expires.’ 
I frowned, ‘how do you know that?’ 
‘Uh. My mother’s the mayor? Inside information, kiddo.’ She teased, ‘which will 

make it even easier to ace this project.’ 
I drummed my fingers on the table again, ‘you sure you want to research Dare?’ I 

clarified, ‘I mean, Gravity Guy is so much more interesting.’ 
‘Like you said.’ Betty responded, ‘I’ve heard he’s kind of a jerk.’ 
I laughed at this, and clicked my tongue on the roof of my mouth. ‘Fine.’ 
‘Great.’ Betty beamed, ‘let’s get started.’ 

 


