
        
            
                
            
        

    
Hidden Heroes

 

Banton walked casually along a street in downtown Chicago that rested in the shadow of the Board of Trade building and admired the skyline around him.  As he did, he chewed on a sandwich in his hand as he enjoyed some personal time to himself.  It'd been several months since he'd last had a day off, what with the super villain outbreak of late, so he was planning to enjoy every minute of his free time.  Especially since it would likely be some time again before he'd get another day off.  As he walked down the street contemplating what he would do for the day, a man in black tights, blue cape, and a pointy hat came flying down the street and landed not far from him.  Banton frowned at this. 

"Wonderful.  Another second rate super villain wanting to show off to the world," he muttered to himself. 

"I am Celestra, evil overlord of all darkness!" declared the man in black tights in typical super villain style.

However, Banton was less than impressed.

"So?" he asked flatly.

"So!?  I have come to take over this city, block by block, and demonstrate my mighty power for all to see!!" shouted Celestra. 

Banton cocked an eyebrow at this, and then continued walking as he ate his sandwich.

"Sure thing, pal.  Whatever you say," he replied flatly.

However, this did nothing to deter Celestra.

"Do you not fear me!?  I am a super villain!" he declared.

"So?" replied Banton.

No matter what Celestra did to intimidate him, Banton was not impressed.  He'd seen far scarier, and more powerful super villains than him.  Celestra then grinned deviously. 

"Hmm, then if you will not fear me, perhaps you can answer me a question," he grinned with evil glee.

Banton stopped, and turned back towards him.

"What is it you want to know?  If you're looking for information on the city, there's a tourist office just down the street," he replied sarcastically.

Celestra snorted.

"Impotent fool!  I am not here to tour your city!  I have come to seek out super heroes.  I understand that there are many of them here who will try to stop me.  So I say, if there's a hero in the house, I dare him to show himself," mocked Celestra.

However, to his great disappointment, the only answer he received to his challenge was the sound of the wind blowing between the buildings, and the bored, almost disappointed moans of the people who filled the sidewalks around him.  Celestra was disappointed at this, as he'd expected a typical, cliche super hero to appear at that moment to challenge him via an equally cliche super hero's declaration.  Yet there had been none.  No capes, no red tights, no declarations of justice.  Just empty, silent canyons of steal and stone covered in glass.  This made Celestra irate. 

"Fine!  If there is no hero here who wishes to challenge me, then I will destroy everything you see until one of them does!" he said as he cackled with evil delight.

"Oh, whatever, you old windbag.  Stand in line," shouted one of the bystanders.

Celestra turned angrily towards the man, and floated rapidly over to him where he grabbed the man by the collar, and raised his other fist as though to punch him.  But, rather than being fearful, he instead smacked Celestra across the face as though he were a belligerent child.  Celestra dropped the man in surprise, and then rubbed his jaw in disbelief.  He then glared at the man. 

"How dare you touch my beautiful face!" he screamed.

Banton snorted at this.

"If you call that beautiful, you need to get a second opinion," he retorted.

This enraged Celestra.  Deciding to teach Barton a lesson, he reached over and picked up the car next to him.  Barton narrowed his eyes at this.  He knew what would come next, even if the bystanders didn't.  So he began to step towards Celestra to prevent him from doing any harm to the people around him, but soon stopped.  He'd almost forgotten that he wasn't in uniform and, according to the rules of the order of super heroes, he wasn't allowed to engage a villain in combat unless he was.  This bothered him.  Even more so was the fact that he couldn't sense any other super heroes nearby, and he was also not wearing his communicator, meaning that he couldn't call for backup.  It was at this point that he was regretting having left it behind in his apartment.  He'd done that on purpose in order to avoid being called in to work on his day off.  Now he was regretting that decision.  However, just then, an idea struck him.

He secretly called upon his powers, and lifted the car out of Celestra's hands.  This surprised Celestra, who looked up at the car in confusion, and then horror, as the car turned and plunged down at him.  He instinctively dove out of the way, but was caught off guard when the car stopped just short of the ground, and then swung upwards, punting him high into the air as it did.  Having completed its usefulness, Banton gently set the car down on the ground completely unharmed, save only for a small smear mark on the undercarriage where Celestra's head had impacted the frame.  Celestra, who had been sent flying by the blow, smashed into a nearby building, groaned slightly, and then plopped embarrassingly to the street.  Banton smiled at this in satisfaction.  Even though this had done nothing to harm Celestra, it had wounded his pride, which was a win all on its own.  Realizing that the fight wasn't over yet, Banton looked around for signs of any other super heroes in the area, but again found none. 

"What are those guys doing!?  There's very obviously a bad guy here.  So why isn't someone all over this!?" he thought.

He grunted in frustration, and then turned to a nearby pedestrian, and said, "Call the super hero league!  Tell them that there's a super villain down here by the Board of Trade building causing trouble!"

The man looked at him incredulously, and said, "Call them yourself!"

He then turned and went on about his business.  Banton watched him go in disbelief.  Had the people of Chicago grown so apathetic to the daily battles to protect their city that they no longer cared when a super villain showed up, or their lives were in danger?  As he studied the street around him, he saw the blatant indifference of the crowds gathered there, and knew it all to be true.  This frustrated him greatly.

"What is wrong with these people!?" he thought.

In one way he was glad they weren't running around in abject terror, doing foolish things, and getting themselves hurt.  And yet, at the same time, he wished they would show at least a tiny bit of concern.  If they did, they would at least seek shelter, which they clearly weren't doing.  Celestra soon composed himself, and then glared at the people around him with deep seated anger.

"Who dares touch my beautiful face!?" he screamed.

"Ah, shut it!" shouted a pedestrian.

"Shut it!?  How dare yo--"

A car suddenly leapt at Celestra and knocked him down the street like a ping pong ball.  The car then settled back into its parking space a moment later.  However, it did not do so unharmed, as its roof, and part of its trunk, had been caved in by the blow.  Banton grimaced slightly at this, and then used his powers to fix the damage.  He was used to cleaning up after his own battles.  But rarely did he do it in the middle of one.  That kind of work was typically left for the junior heroes to do, as they were still learning the trade, and needed to regularly practice such things to improve their skills.  Celestra soon reappeared on the street again fuming angrily like a rodeo bull.  He then picked up a large car next to himself, and held it over his head as though to throw it at someone.  Banton's eyes narrowed at this.  Even if he was on his day off, he wasn't about to let a half baked villain hurt someone.

So, with a quick surge of power, and a wiggle of his fingers, he caused the car to begin spinning in the air.  This, in turn, caught Celestra by surprise, yanking him off his feet in the process.  He then grabbed onto the car's bumper and held on for dear life as it spun around wildly in the air.  This drew the attention of several bystanders who laughed at the villain's rather comical predicament.  Eventually the bumper let go and Celestra found himself flying through the air and into the side of a building.  Again he slid down it, and then landed in the street with a plop.  Banton quickly recovered the bumper, reattached it to the car, fixed all of the damage that had occurred, and then set the car back down in its parking spot, and all with the slightest of hand gestures, ensuring that nobody would know that this was his doing.  The pedestrians, who had generally been ignoring the fight up to this point, now stopped and looked around in confusion.  It was obvious to them that a super hero was in the area.  I mean, cars don't just fly around streets on their own, after all.  Yet they were confused as to who had done this, as they couldn't see anyone in the area.

Was this the work of Invisible Man?  Or maybe Super Flight?  It could even have been Sonic Boom.  They were three out of only a handful of super heroes who could do such things.  Yet, search as they might, there was no sign of not only them, but really any hero at all.  What made this even stranger to them was that it was commonplace for a hero to advertise their presence upon arrival to the scene in order to calm the fears of onlookers.  Yet nobody had.  After a brief, and awkward moment of contemplation, all of the surrounding bystanders suddenly began to panic.  If it wasn't a hero who had been doing this, then it must be an even stronger super villain.  One villain fighting in an area was bad enough.  But two of them battling with each other for supremacy was far more than anyone cared to deal with.  Banton grumbled in frustration at this.

"Oh, sure.  Now they run," he muttered.

Soon, the only people that remained was himself and Celestra.  Not wanting to seem too obvious, Banton quickly retreated into a nearby doorway and watched as Celestra flew down the street and stopped not far away.

"Alright, I don't know who you are, but stop hiding and come out now!  I don't fight cowards who refuse to show themselves!" shouted Celestra.

But nobody answered.  He then flew over to a nearby light pole, yanked it off its mounting, and held it up like a baseball bat.

"I'm tired of waiting, super hero.  Come out where I can see you or I will destroy everything in this place!" he barked. 

However, just then, as Banton twitched his fingers, and expressed his powers, the light pole turned in Celestra's hands and smacked him in the head.  The villain then looked at the pole in abject confusion.  Was it possessed by a mischievous poltergeist, or was something more happening here?  Banton then gestured subtly with his hand, causing the light pole to again smack Celestra in the face repeatedly as though he were part of a comedy skit.  Banton then laughed at this.  However, Celestra did not.  He soon threw the pole down the street, and then watched in disbelief as it flew back at him, flipped upright, and then returned itself to its original place, while at the same time miraculously healing itself as though nothing had ever happened to it.  Celestra was now starting to wonder if he truly was dealing with some kind of mischievous spirits.  Deciding to ramp things up a bit, on the off chance that he was secretly dealing with heroes, and not ghosts, Celestra summoned a fire elemental.  To make this monster, he first summoned the fuel out of every one of the nearby vehicles, and then collected it into a ball in the air before pouring lightning into it.  A moment later the ball of fuel erupted into flame, completing its creation.

"Uh, oh.  Not good," thought Banton.

He knew that, if he was to have any hope of stopping a fire elemental of this size, he would need to summon an opposing water elemental of equal size.  But, to do that he needed lots and lots of water.  However, that would be difficult, as it'd been so dry lately that there was no water anywhere that was easily accessible to him.  Suddenly he remembered that there were fire hydrants everywhere.  It wasn't a perfect solution, but they would have to do.  He then closed his eyes and concentrated on one of them.  At first nothing happened.  Then suddenly the entire hydrant ripped itself out of the ground, sending a bluish white torrent of water nearly thirty feet into the air as it did.  The water then quickly collected into a gigantic humanoid figure that soon came to life.  Moments later the hydrant returned to its place and was quickly restored to its former condition.  Celestra stared at the creature in dumbstruck amazement.  Even the fire elemental was surprised at this.

Celestra then pointed at the water elemental, and said, "Destroy it!"

The fire elemental roared angrily, its flames growing hotter as it did, and then charged at the water elemental.  The two creatures soon collided, which created a steam explosion that rattled windows on both sides of the street all the way up to the top floor.  As the two mortal enemies fought each other in a battle for supremacy, Celestra watched in giddy glee.  However, what he didn't notice was that Banton had quietly summoned an earth elemental from the street material behind him.  It soon reached out and grabbed the villain by his ankle and began smashing him on the ground like a maid beating the dust out of a rug.

Celestra, however, successfully protected himself from the blows, and was soon able to kick himself free of the creature's grip before blasting away its head.  The creature then stood there in confusion for a second, its head and part of its upper body scattered across the street behind it, before summoning its missing parts back to itself, making the creature whole again.  It then glared angrily at Celestra.  This caused the once confident super villain to grimace in fear.  Just then Celestra realized that the street around him was now strangely quiet.  Confused at this, he turned and soon noticed the fire and water elementals staring disdainfully at him.  No longer were they fighting each other, but were instead standing together with one another like allies.  This angered Celestra. 

"Well, don't just stand there!  Destroy him!" he shouted. 

But the fire elemental refused to respond.  Unbeknownst to Celestra, while he had been distracted, Banton had transferred all control of the fire elemental to himself.  Upon realizing this, all of the color in Celestra's face immediately drained away.  Whoever he was facing was no rank amateur.  The earth elemental then smashed its fists together in glee.  Shortly after this, a howling wind filled the street, and then took the form of a wind elemental who took up a place next to the earth elemental.  Celestra gulped nervously.  One or two elementals he could easily handle.  But not four of them at the same time.  Banton grinned as he watched the fear grow in Celestra's eyes.  He then grimaced as the four elementals pulled strongly on his powers as they grew anxious for the battle.  He'd never controlled this many elementals at once in his entire life, and it was quickly straining his abilities to their limit.

A small bead of sweat soon began to trickle down his face.  While he preferred not to over extend himself like this, it was good practice.  It would also help him to become much stronger, and maybe even earn him a promotion at some point.  By now Celestra had determined that continuing this battle anymore would be fruitless.  So he turned and began to leave the area.  But Banton wasn't about to let him get away without a fight.  As Celestra flew away, Banton gathered his elementals into a group and had them dig a pit in the middle of the street.  He then sent all four elementals down into the pit and merged them together.  The explosion this created was incredible, and launched the earth elemental down range like an artillery shell.  The wind elemental, having finished aiding the fire and water elementals, turned and gave chase to its departing comrade.

Upon catching the earth elemental, it turned him in the direction of Celestra, and then gave him the one final bit of "umph" that he needed to reach his target.  However, Celestra never saw this coming.  One moment he was flying through the air, escaping the city to fight another day, and the next he awoke on the ground to find himself firmly encased in a prison of hardened rock.  He then saw that the wind elemental was standing next to him to ensure that he wouldn't escape.  A few minutes later two heroes, who had come from another part of the city to investigate a report of a massive explosion downtown, alighted in the street.  Banton watched from his hiding place in bemusement as the two heroes quickly realized what had happened.  They then grabbed the entombed Celestra, and flew him off to prison.  Thankfully, now that that was over, Banton could finally return to enjoying his day off.  However, before he did, an old man stepped out of the shadows behind him. 

"That's not a bad day's work for someone who's off the clock," said the old man.

Banton immediately turned and noticed the old man, his boss, standing behind him dressed in a traditional samurai kimono uniform.  Two dark brown handled katana hung loosely from his side which clearly denoted both his rank, and his status as a hero.

"You saw that?" asked Banton in surprise.

"Oh, of course I did.  I watched the whole thing from just down the street."

Banton blinked.

"Wait a second!  You saw him come in and you did nothing about it!?" he shouted in both surprise and disbelief.

Two junior heroes appeared overhead a moment later and set to work repairing the street, and all the other damage in the area.  Thanks to Banton, there wasn't much to do.  But that didn't mean there wasn't still something for them to fix.  As they proceeded to do this, his boss looked at Banton knowingly, and grinned. 

"Of course not," he laughed.

"But, why!?  If you knew what was happening, why didn't you send someone else down here to deal with the problem!?"

The old man chuckled.

"I wanted to test you and see what you'd do."

Banton's eyes narrowed.

"You do realize this is my day off, right?"

The old man nodded.

"Of course."

"So why make me fight a battle out of uniform on my day off?  You know the rules."

His boss nodded.

"And so do you."

Banton frowned.

"Yes, and I had to go out of my way not to break them just to stop him."

"And you did an admirable job of that, which was the whole point of this exercise."

Banton looked at him in confusion.

"Exercise?  What are you talking about?" he asked. 

The old man then flipped him a silver coin, and smiled.

"Congratulations.  You've passed your advancement test, and are thus promoted to the rank of fifth level hero," he said. 

Banton looked at him in disbelief.

"Wait, this was an unannounced promotion exam!?" he exclaimed.

"Yep, and you did an excellent job at it too!  I'm very proud of you!  Now go enjoy the rest of your day off.  You've earned it," said the old man.

He then took two quick steps, leapt into the air, and was gone.  Banton watched him go with muted incredulity before looking down at the coin in his hand.  He soon noticed that the inscription on it read, "5th Level Hero."  He then looked up at the sky, laughed, and tucked the coin into his pocket.

"What a way to get promoted," he said as he shook his head.

 

The End
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