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Previously on The Oh Force!
-By The Captain

	My Dearest Digital Diary,

	We went on our first real mission as a team. I found out the Mime guy’s name is Jason! Who woulda thunk it? My day started off terrible. First Libby told me there was no time for toast, and then she made me jump out a window! She’s kinda bossy. I can see why Kirby doesn’t say nice things about her.

	We had a race to the job site, I totally won by the way, and there was an angry mob that I tried to infilmatrate before infilmatrating the building. There was an angry little man and I had to explain the difference between the elevator being down and the elevator being broken. He was totally out of order!

	Eventually we ended up making it to this big fuzzy maze thing and I discovered the secret entrance. Then I played Hide and Seek with Andy. It was a whole lot of fun but eventually he couldn’t find me anymore. The maze was kinda stupid so I fixed it. Then I hunkered down and made myself a nice new secret lair. 

	I found out the reason why no one was looking for me is that everyone got lost. So, I helped them find each other and man were they thirsty. After a quick bathroom break, I came out to find that they were playing with a guy named, I kid you not, Cubicles. I thought the name of the building was because of the cubicles, but I guess it was because of him? Anywho, we arrested him, and then he got away. We went and celebrated at Master Monchies. Then we stumbled home to find out that my toast had burned down. The End!


[image: Tic-Tac-Job]

	The team sits around a standard, double queen motel room with a well lived in look. It has clearly been worn down by its current inhabitants, who are probably too embarrassed at this point to allow housekeeping to do their jobs. Kirby and Andy lounge on one of the beds with the classified section of the Newsie News sprawled out across the unmade bedding. Kirby methodically circles one of the listings and Andy quickly crosses out another nearby. On the other bed, Captain Ohblivious lays spread eagle in a pair of tattered tighty-whiteys. His chainsaw-like snore, that has sadly become the background track to their unexpected change in headquarters, seems to not bother the other two. They are so enraptured in their activities that they don’t seem to notice the faint beep that indicates the door has been unlocked.

	Jason slides in through the barely opened door with an armload of mail. He drops the entire haul onto a stack of cardboard boxes marked ‘Generic Merchandising Services’ next to the chest-of-drawers. He picks through the mail sorting it into the already established piles. Although the largest of them appears to be made of untouched junk mail, there are several other stacks littering the table. Once finished a single letter remains in his hand, an envelope stamped in bold, red lettering declaring it ‘IMPORTANT.’ 

	Jason holds up the crisp white envelope. “We got some interesting mail.”

	Kirby and Andy scramble, like squirrels caught in the pantry, not realizing that Jason had entered the room until he spoke. Kirby gathers the pages of the tabloid that are strewn about on the sheets and attempts to inconspicuously fold them behind her back. 

	Jason looks excited and intrigued. “Wait! Did you find something?” 

	Kirby tries to shuffle the hastily folded paper underneath her backside. “No.”

	Andy snickers as Jason zig-zags his way across the garbage minefield on the floor. 

	Jason tosses the letter onto the bed and reaches around Kirby to grab the paper. “C’mon what is it? Is it that good?!”

	Kirby tries to make it as difficult as possible for him to extract the paper from beneath her behind. 

	Hoping he will back down, she tries to make him as uncomfortable as possible. “Hey hey, uh you don’t have a ticket to goose this caboose.”

	Andy opens his trench coat, pulling his wallet from the inside pocket and shaking it suggestively at Kirby. “I didn’t even know I could buy one of those!”

	Kirby shoots him a dirty look. “Andy, you’re not helping.”

	Andy, realizing this is a lost cause, continues taunting Kirby. “Oh, I’d be happy to help. Jason, you need another hand?”

	Jason continues fighting against Kirby, ignoring Andy as his curiosity grows. “Let me see it!”

	Kirby wiggles her butt in place trying to undo all the progress that Jason has made “Oh, you wanna see it now?”

	This comment has the opposite effect of what Kirby intended. Jason shoves her over onto the bed and picks up the paper that is now free from the confines of her cheeky endeavor. He shakes The Newsie News out as he glares at Kirby. Her face scrunches up like a 4-year-old trying to keep a secret. He reads over the paper only to be greeted by a defamatory headline that completely distorts the facts surrounding their current misfortunes. Sadly, this has become a trend in recent weeks.

	Jason’s mood turns glum as he mumbles, reading the long-winded headline. “The Oh Force stays suspiciously silent. Are they snuffed out? Or will they rekindle the flame? Other than their reputations, what will they burn down next?” Jason sighs. “Well, thanks for trying to spare me from this, I guess.”

	 Kirby and Andy lock eyes conspiratorially. “Yeaah…” They say in unison.

	Jason slumps down onto the bed next to Kirby and Andy. This motion causes the classified section to become dislodged and flutter down to the floor at his feet. He bends down to pick up the job listings. He slowly scans over the page, his brow furrowing as it dawns on him that they had not been working on finding a new job at all. Instead, they have blanketed the help wanted ads with the nostalgic pattern of tic-tac-toe. 

	Jason tosses the paper to the floor before throwing his hands up in the air. “Oh c'mon, Anne said that if we don't get our rent paid, we're out of here!” 

	Andy’s bemused expression changes to one of playful confusion. “Rent? This is a hotel.”

	“Motel.” Kirby raises a finger to correct Andy. 

	Andy nods and corrects himself, “Motel.”

	Jason scoops up the recently discarded letter and points it at Andy in frustration. “Well, fine, pick up our bill then! Is that better?”

	Andy gives a soft smile trying to raise Jason’s spirits. “Yeah, much.” 

	Jason just shakes his head. “Back to the interesting mail, we got a letter from Cubicles.” 

	Jason taps the side of the envelope on the nightstand, attempting to shift its contents to one end. It takes a good bang to accomplish his goal. He holds the envelope up to the light to ensure there is enough space before tearing off the opposite edge.

	Andy, genuinely curious, blurts out the question on his mind “Isn't he supposed to be in jail?” 

	Jason attempts to slide out a card that snugly fits inside the envelope. 

	Andy repositions himself, trying to look over Jason’s shoulder. “Is it from jail?!” 

	Giving up on the possibility of extricating the communiqué from the envelope’s entrapment, Jason begins ripping it apart. Confused, he stares at the laminated postcard in his hand. 

	“Aww, he wants a pen pal.” Kirby mockingly brings her hands to her face and merrily kicks her feet as they dangle just above the floor.

	Jason fiddles with the edge of the lamination in disbelief, hoping to be proven wrong about his current assumption. He slowly wags his head and rolls his eyes. He turns over the, for some unknown reason, laminated postcard that was superfluously stuffed in an envelope. Completely consumed by the unnecessary stationery, Jason is unable to pay any attention to the other two. 

	Jason holds the card out in Kirby’s direction. “But why?”

	Kirby groans as she sits up to inspect it. “Because he’s Cubicles.”

	The picture on the front is that of a large white cube surrounded by grass. Andy cocks his head “It kinda looks like a prison.” 

	Jason turns the postcard over and reads it out loud. “‘You are cordially expected at the ribbon cutting ceremony for the Canadian Upper Branch of Enforcement.’ Eh, I think we're going to miss that one.”

	Kirby gives a thumbs up of approval and lays back down on the bed. “Yeah, that has to be some sort of trap.”

	Andy bobs his head. “I'm going to have to agree with you on that.”

	Jason’s stomach rumbles as he continues to peruse the rest of the message. He glances up at the other two with an apprehensive, yet gleeful expression. “Well, there is free food.”

	Captain Ohblivious stirs in the bed next to them. The mere mention of a meal on someone else’s dime proves to be enough to cut through his slumbering stupor. 

	Kirby shoots up straight and grabs the card out of Jason’s hands as if it could somehow instantly appease her appetite. “On that note, I think we should risk it.”

	Andy leaps from the bed and starts to take his shirt off as he moves towards the stack of boxes near the door. “I think I’m going to have to agree with you on that.”

	Captain Ohblivious, between one moment and the next, is already dressed and ready to go. “You had me at free food.”

	Andy pulls a new shirt from the box, that looks identical to the one he was just wearing. It sports a flaming The Oh Force logo, similar to the one that Captain Ohblivious took it upon himself to plaster on their van. 

	Andy grabs a stick of deodorant from the dresser. “Just gotta freshen up first. Can’t be smelling like Kirby for a playdate with our nemesis.”

	Kirby inspects her own crusty attire, pulling her shirt up to her nose. “You wanna toss me one of those too?”

	Jason snatches back the laminated card as a shirt comes flying in towards Kirby followed by the stick of deodorant. 

	Andy pulls another shirt from the box and wiggles it at Jason. “You want one too?”

	Jason’s face scrunches up as he goes to tuck the card into his breast pocket. “I want nothing to do with that debacle.”

	Andy drops the shirt back into the box. “Suit yourself.”

	Jason chooses not to acknowledge the pun as he notices the card would fit as snuggly in his shirt as it did in the envelope. He slips it into the much bigger pocket on the back of his pants as he makes his way to his feet. 

	Andy grabs the motel phone, “I’ll call Libby’s motel roo-”

	“Hotel.” Kirby interjects, pulling the shirt over the top of her filter vest.

	Andy sarcastically rolls his eyes, “Hotel room and tell her to meet us in the lobby. Better?”

	Jason decides to pipe in, “Yeah, much.”
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[image: The Annabelle Hotel, Motel, and Convenience Store]

	The Oh Force enters the Annabelle Hotel, Motel, and Convenience Store lobby from the parking lot. The faux fancy foyer is very pleasing to those with less refined taste. A discerning eye, on the other hand, would likely notice where the corners have been cut. Although the front desk appears to be marble, the seating area leather, and the gleaming chandelier above brass, pretty much everything is plastic or laminate. 

	The front desk is really more of a kiosk with screens on each side so that multiple guests can check in at the same time. It stands alone in the center of the room with the seating area in one corner behind it. In the other corner is a café, sponsored by Bunkers Bean Barn, with a two-meter-tall robotic barista. The elevators to the hotel portion are placed in such a way that guests are forced to walk past the café. The Barista Bot emits artificial scents that lace the air with bold notes of coffee and pastries. On one side of the room there is an entryway to the neighboring fully automated convenience store. On the other, there is a door to the gym and laundry area.

	Captain Ohblivious jumps up onto an oversized, ceramic-looking planter before he sinks his teeth into a fake rubber tree. Annabelle Fetamine, the proprietor of this haphazard establishment, comes streaking out of nowhere with a rolled-up newspaper. Anne looks like a stick figure clad in Canadian formal wear, a flannel shirt and a pair of blue jeans. Her flimsy frame combined with the graying pixie cut makes her head seem much larger than it should be. Energetically, she sweeps across the lobby, twisting the paper in her hands to bolster its batter-ability. Although she looks to be in her mid-60s, Anne is barely pushing 35. Her aged appearance is a side-effect of her extra-human ability that prevents her from ever sleeping.

	“Quit slobberin’ on my tree!” Anne brandishes the paper, swinging it heavily into the nose of Captain Ohblivious over and over again. “No, no, no!” Anne whacks The Captain once more. 

	Drool drips from his lips as Ohblivious ceases his chomping on the artificial bark. “No? But they said the food was free!”

	Anne, who was already headed back to her post, whirls around, pointing the newspaper at Captain Ohblivious. “Ain’t nothin’ free here, boy! Ya eat it, ya pay for it! One rubber tree, ten dollas! Read the Sign!” 

	Anne points at a sign over the entrance to the convenience store that states ‘You touch it, you buy it. It costs half with Kosh Kash.’

	Jason shakes his head while taking a quick glance at his slate and the far-too-empty balance. “We've only got fifteen bucks for five of us. I think we'll have to wait for the buffet.”

	Captain Ohblivious searches around excitedly before setting his sights on the convenience store next door. “There’s a buffet?!”

	Running off, Ohblivious disappears through the doorway to the adjacent shop. Libby exits the elevator, staring longingly at the café as she walks towards the group. 

	Kirby looks at her sister, annoyed with her more popular sibling. “Well, aren't you five minutes too late.” 

	Libby gives her sister a jestful grin, “Awww, looks like someone woke up on the wrong arm of the recliner.”

	Kirby’s expression darkens as the words, that are far more accurate than she’d like to admit, sink in. She mumbles, “Shut up” unable to come up with a witty retort. 

	Libby turns her attention over to Jason much more cheerily, “Gimme some cash. I need a latte.”

	Jason recoils a bit, pulling back his slate. He tightens his grip over what is left of their operating budget. “What? That's like five bucks, even from this place. We only have fifteen for all of us.”

	Libby returns his gaze with one of more determination. “Alright, then give me 3 bucks. Now.”

	Kirby seizes the opportunity to get in a quick quip back at her sister. “You don't need our petty cash. You've got purse dog money.”

	Libby doesn’t take her eyes off Jason as she responds to Kirby in a flat and even tone, “I'm part of the team. That's my money too.”

	Jason thinks about what Kirby said for a moment and then puts on a brave face. “No.”

	Libby loses her composure, her flat and even tone now laced with determination and contempt. “It’s. My. Money. TOO!”

	Jason’s arm quivers as he holds out his slate.

	Libby taps hers against his, cheerfully chirping “Thanks!” as a ‘cha-ching’ sound emits from the devices.

	Libby gleefully skips over to the Bean Barn branded, barista-shaped vending machine. 

	Automaton pipes up through the feminine visage of the metallic server in his all too cheery voice, “Hi, I’m your Barista Bot! What can I get for you today?!”

	Jason and Kirby both glare at Andy who looks back at them with befuddled belligerence. 

	“How is this my fault?” Andy raises his hands in a placating motion. “I wasn’t even in the conversation! Did I enjoy it? Yes! Did I participate? No.”

	Kirby shakes her head at him. “It’s entirely your fault.”

	Andy starts to get even more defensive, throwing his hands out and waving them erratically with every syllable. “What do you mean?!” 

	Jason takes a step forward, pinches the front of Andy’s shirt, pulls it out, releases, and snaps it against Andy’s chest. “Do you remember your brilliant merch idea?” His tone becomes one of mockery “We’re gonna make so much money, Jason.”

	The confusion drops from Andy’s face as realization sets in. “Hey, it was a good idea at the time.” He points an accusatory finger at Kirby. “And don’t you be shaking your head at me. You’re wearing one too!”

	A loud ruckus comes from the convenience store, sparing Andy any further criticism. Pulling out her slate, Anne checks the security feed to figure out the cause of the commotion.

	Anne sprints towards the doors yelling at the top of her lungs, “No! What are you doing?!”. She snatches up a broom before hurrying through the sliding glass doors.

	Remembering that Captain Ohblivious is not amongst them, Jason, Kirby, and Andy scramble to catch up and see what’s going on. 

	Anne’s enraged shouts reach them before they get to the doors. “Did you break my machine? STOP drinking my Splooshie!”

	As the trio bursts into the convenience store that teems with vending machines, they find Anne pummeling Captain Ohblivious with the broom. He is awkwardly perched under a giant drink machine that is affixed to the wall. A sign above reads, ‘Splooshie, A Flavor Explosion of Milky Goodness’. Ohblivious looks only mildly distracted, but ultimately undeterred, by the beating from the broom as he holds down the lever. He greedily slurps at the spigot, making a sickening suckling sound. 

	Anne stops her futile flurry of blows, giving The Captain a swift kick in the rear. “Fine! You get a brain freeze! See if I care!” She wheels around making a beeline to Jason.

	Blue Splooshie starts to flow from Ohblivious’s nose as her words set in. He stops in one sudden motion, his pupils dilating as he falls to the floor, holding his head in agonizing pain. “Owww, my noggin is shivering and it hurts!” He writhes on the ground, blowing blue Splooshie out of his nostrils.

	Anne smugly shouts over her shoulder. “You got what you deserve!” She then turns back to Jason, staring directly into his eyes. “Give me that fifteen dollars. He drank half my machine!”

	Jason holds out his slate, showing her the screen. “But I only have twelve now.”

	Anne zips out her COMM, a small round device about the size of a poker chip attached to a retractable lanyard, and forcefully taps the slate. “That’ll have to do. Now out, get out of my store! Don’t you come back until you’re ready to pay your rent!”

	A disappointing cha-ching echoes in the silence as the remaining balance is drained from their account. Jason looks down at his slate, feeling much like his balance, a zero. Kirby and Andy trudge up to The Captain, each of them grabbing one of his ankles. 

	As they drag Ohblivious towards the door, they pass Jason who whispers, “She called it rent.”
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  [image: Wait, You Knew This Was Going to Happen?]

	Captain Ohblivious wriggles on the Ferrock as Kirby opens the sliding door to The Oh Mobile. She carelessly pushes aside a box of the misguided merchandise that they could not afford to take into their already cramped motel room. The box collides with another and topples over, spilling several shirts and hats into the rear section of the vehicle. 

	The Captain grabs Andy’s ankle as he screams, “My brain is angry! It needs more free food!”

	Andy reaches down and grabs Ohblivious by the wrists, nodding to Kirby to grab the other end. They both lift him off the ground and begin swinging him back and forth. 

	The Captain smiles for a moment and then remembers that he’s supposed to be in pain. “This would be fun if my head wasn’t so hurty.”

	With that, the duo releases Captain Ohblivious sending him sprawling into the van. Libby joins them and begins to open the front passenger door. 

	Andy leaps into action, and the front seat. “Shotgun!”

	Libby is left momentarily speechless, and Andy is quick to point out, “What? It’s my van.” 

	Andy grabs the open door and closes it quickly to have something between him and the growing wrath in Libby’s eyes. 

	“It’s okay,” Kirby walks up with a big smile on her face, puts her arm around her sister, and ushers her towards the sliding door. “Jason’s not much of a conversationalist anyway.”

	Jason smirks at that one and nods his head. “Don’t forget to buckle in Oh.”

	Kirby goes to obey but recoils back as she is swatted by a flailing limb from The Captain. “Ow! But he’s impervious.”

	“And sticky.” Libby cuts in.

	Kirby nods in agreement. “And sticky, he’ll be fine.”

	The twins sit in the rear facing seats while Jason climbs into the driver’s door, taking a deep breath. He decides it’s not worth the argument before pulling out an invisible steering wheel and shoving it into the steering column. Andy’s stomach rumbles so loudly that it drowns out the moaning of Captain Ohblivious.

	Kirby knocks her head back, headbutting the headrest of Andy’s seat behind her. “Andy, shut your gut. We’re all hungry.”

	 Ohblivious squashes his face between both hands as he squirms on the floor in visible discomfort. “Get it out!”

	Andy replies meekly, “I can’t help it.”

	Captain Ohblivious mewls in pain once more. “Aaah my brain!”

	Libby sips at her drink lackadaisically and seems to ignore The Captain, like the rest of the team, while addressing Andy, “It is not that bad, Andy.”

	Andy mutters under his breath, “You got a latte.”

	Libby nods matter-of-factly as she takes another small sip from her cup with a quick smirk. “I’ve had just as much money as you guys, I just spent it better. You know, like a nice hotel room, some warm food. Something more than wishful thinking.” She lightly kicks one of the boxes that litter the rear passenger compartment.

	Andy twists himself around, looking over the bench seat. “Hey! It was a good idea… till it wasn’t.”

	Libby just shakes her head condescendingly. “I’m not saying it wasn’t a good idea. Just poorly executed. That’s what print on demand is for.” Libby points at herself. “You even know somebody who owns a company that specializes in just that. And that someone, would’ve probably given you a pretty nice discount.”

	Andy turns back to face the front. “I told you; we need the merchandise on hand to give out freebies. Don’t worry, it’ll pan out…” He starts speaking under his breath. “Eventually.”

	Feeling ignored, Ohblivious springs up and grabs Kirby with such force that it engages the seatbelt lock. He gives her a shake. “I have Splooshie in my brain!”

	Kirby looks shocked by the sudden contact but also a bit amused. “That's not possible, strawman. You don't have a brain.”

	In a playful gesture, Libby flashes a side-eyed glance at her sister. “Cold.” 

	Ohblivious crumps his face in a mixture of befuddlement and brain freeze induced agony. “Euh? Euwaawah.” 

	Kirby turns to Libby inquisitively. “Pun intended?”

	“No, but the best ones never are.” Libby says.

	Jason comes to a stop in the middle of the street as Kirby and Libby share a laugh at The Captain’s expense. Although Andy enjoys a good play on words, he seems transfixed by what’s on the other side of the windshield. 

	Jason taps on the dash but cannot get the attention of the amused twins. He looks down at a button that has been quite hastily hot-glued onto the dashboard. The button has a label written in sharpie on masking tape reading ‘Horn.’ He thinks better of it as he rolls his eyes and removes his hand from his invisible steering wheel. 

	Jason swivels his head and bangs on the seat with his elbow. “Hey, look!”

	Captain Ohblivious stops shivering and clambers up to his knees to see what all the fuss is about. His eyelids disappear as he stares out the windshield, having forgotten all about his perceived pain. “Oh no! I hope they haven’t eaten all the free food.”

	Kirby and Libby crane their necks to look between the two front seats. Closing in on the van is a comically large crowd, as if everyone in town has been invited. Interspersed in the mob is a handful of camera crews trying their best to brave the sea of civilians. The Oh Force overflows with a gamut of emotions: fear, bewilderment, suspicion, excitement, astonishment, angst, a bit of claustrophobia, a touch of awe, and ever-growing disappointment. They begin to suspect that they may not have been specifically invited, but it was instead a general invitation to the whole city. 

	Mike Foehn is the first to make it to their vehicle. He opens the sliding door, and gestures them to step out onto a red carpet which his crew is rushing to roll out. He holds an oversized pair of golden scissors, and speaks into them, “Our honored guests have arrived in their grand attire. Everyone is dressed... uh… propriately for this gallant event.”

	Baffled and disoriented, yet relieved to find they were not just another invitee, The Oh Force begins to hesitantly pile out. Mike drapes his arm over Captain Ohblivious's shoulder, who now has completely forgotten about any pain in his head. Mike leads The Captain down the carpet. Andy’s brain turns back on as he pushes past Libby and Kirby who are attempting to navigate their way through the barrier of boxes. He scoops up one of the half empty boxes of shirts and starts stuffing hats into it.

	As Andy begins making his way down the carpet, he tosses shirts and hats to the crowd. “See, I told you we needed freebies.”

	Libby scoffs. “We all know there’s no way you knew this was going to happen.”

	Andy gleefully grins as he chucks items randomly from the box. “Nope. But it’s working out, so I’m going with it.”

	Mike and Ohblivious continue to gain distance, leaving the others behind. “Captain Oh, it is so nice to see you again. It is my pleasure to be here hosting this ceremony today. These golden scissors represent-”

	 “Those sure are some shiny snippers.” Captain Ohblivious interrupts.

	Mike, thrown off by Ohblivious’s comment, stumbles out a reply as he looks down at the giant scissors in his hands, “Y-Yes, they are.”

	Andy pauses with a fistful of promotional products, angling his head ever so slightly to Jason whispering, “What’s going on?”

	“I have no clue,” Jason whispers back, pulling a bow tie out of his pocket, before popping up his collar, and tying it in the front of his shirt. “Just go with it.”

	Andy, no longer whispering, blurts out, “Wait, you have a bow tie in your pocket?” 

	Andy nearly trips over himself in utter confusion at the appearance of a bow tie around Jason’s neck. 

	Jason pops his collar back down and gives a curt nod. “One of the few tangible items I carry.”

	Andy lifts one eyebrow speculatively, “Why?” 

	In response, Jason gestures to the mass of people as they approach. 

	Andy’s speculation shifts to surprise. “Wait. You knew this was going to happen?” 

	Jason has now gotten into the spirit of things with a wide grin across his face. “Nope! But it’s working out so I’m going with it.”

	Andy turns back to Kirby for support. 

	Kirby completely ignores him, tilting her head to the right, sizing up the building in front of them. “Didn’t the postcard show a cube? It’s called The C.U.B.E. but it's not a cube?”

	The facility in front of them has a flat white exterior with no visible windows. If one didn’t know better, they’d probably assume this was some sort of art installation or monument. The only hint that it is a building is the faint outline around the white doors that blend in with the rest of the structure. A simple pathway leads up to a short stairway on the front. Flanking the pathway on either side is a wide-open greenspace that is covered in grass and dotted with trees. The complex rises four stories up but is a little short to live up to its name.

	Libby joins the conversation “I thought you guys said we got a letter.”

	“Yeah, a letter with a postcard inside.” Kirby motions to Jason’s back pocket with the postcard peeking out.

	Libby reaches down, pulling out the unnecessarily laminated card. Jason jumps slightly as her hand grazes his backside. He turns around angrily, thinking that it was Kirby. Upon seeing the postcard in Libby’s hand, Jason’s expression softens. 

	Jason gives Libby a coy smile “Hey, you don’t need a ticket to goose my caboose.”

	Libby gives him a confused yet bemused stare before taking a subtle glance back at his junkless trunk. “Okay…”

	Kirby doesn’t know what to say with Jason stealing her improvised line from earlier. 

	Andy is more than happy to add to the conversation. “Okay!” 

	Andy’s hand flashes down but is swatted away by Jason before it can reach its intended destination. Jason stares at Andy before tipping his head towards the crowd, reminding Andy that all eyes are on them. Andy takes the hint, straightening himself up to project more professionalism. 

	 “Okay, later then.” Andy whispers and gives a quick wink, slinging a hat into the crowd.

	The team looks up to see that they are still about 10 meters away from Mike and Captain Ohblivious who have already reached the front steps.

	Mike holds the scissors between them as they ascend the stairs, “Captain Oh, please give us a few words on this giant leap forward for Canadian law enforcement.”

	Libby comes to an abrupt stop, terrified at the prospect of Ohblivious speaking on their behalf. “Oh, please Gods no.” 

	Captain Ohblivious steps forward, without caution or thought, and accepts the offer to speak. “Sure. This is the biggest present I’ve ever gotten. And toast, I would like to thank you for making this all possible. Thank you.”

	Mike brings the scissors back to his lips. “A toast of toasts ladies and gentlemen. Let’s get this ribbon cutting started,” Mike holds out the scissors, “shall we?” 

	Captain Ohblivious reaches out to greedily grab them. Instead, he forcefully slaps them out of Mike's hands. The scissors spin through the air, slicing the ribbon near perfectly down the center. They ricochet off the doors – without as much as a scratch being left in their wake – before launching towards the unsuspecting crowd. 

	Kirby instinctively opens her chest-hole, exposing the black-hole within. The scissors immediately start flying towards her along with other bric-a-brac from around them. Kirby’s mouth-hole drops open in horror upon realizing that the scissors are flying directly at her, pointy end first. 

	Andy throws his hands up to make himself as large as possible causing the tchotchkes to cascade across the concerned crowd. He prematurely jumps in front of Kirby, freezing in midair. Libby is forced to catch him to keep him in position to intercept the pointy projectile. The scissors rebound off the Human Shield, but Jason is already bringing down his satchel to knock them out of the air.

	After a brief moment of surprised silence, a joyous cheer erupts from the people around them. Kirby plucks the scissors from the ground and partially sheathes them in a surprisingly large pocket for a woman’s pair of pants. Libby drops the Human Shield into Kirby’s arms.

	 Kirby cradles him with a mischievous smile. “Thanks!”

	Libby starts waving at the crowd and whispers to the others, “Just go with it.”

	“Oh, I’m going with it!” Kirby raises Andy up into the air waving him back and forth. The final contents of the cardboard box spill out into the crowd. 

	Kirby is giddy with the knowledge that Andy must be mentally cursing her out. Jason simply uses his hand. The team tries to pretend like this was a demonstration and not a desperate scramble for survival.

	The immense doors open, and Cubicles stiffly saunters out. He smiles and waves at the crowd, enhancing the illusion that the spectacle was planned. He looks directly at Captain Ohblivious with respect and gratitude. 

	Cubicles addresses The Captain quietly and with an overtone of admiration. “Rupert, thank you for this great opportunity.”

	Jason locks eyes with Kirby and mouths “Rupert?”

	Kirby shrugs and leans the Andy club on her shoulder as the rest of the Oh Force approach the main entrance. “Just go with it.”

	Cubicles looks over the team affectionately, more so than they thought possible. “Andrew, Jason, Kirby, and Libby. Let me show you what we have accomplished.” 

	Kirby stares directly at Cubicles with a healthy helping of skepticism and a tinge of apprehensive glee. “We?”

	Cubicles nods, “Oui” taking no notice of their bewilderment as he guides them through the noticeably thick doors. 

	Mike, who has been trying to figure out why his fingers are suddenly sticky, regains his composure and resumes his address to the audience. “A ribbon ceremony with a cryptic message from Captain-”

	Jason jolts forward in shock as the doors swiftly slide silently shut behind him, effectively dampening all the noise from the outside. Where once there were cheers of the crowd, street noise, and Mike trying to talk over it all, now the only sounds that can be heard are the soft shuffle of their footsteps on the hard marble floors. 

	[image: Mike jumps out of the way as the shiny snippers slice through the ribbon.]

	
	[image: The CUBE: Canadian Upper Branch of Enforcement]

	The team patters down a hallway that is at least 3 meters wide and seems to span the length of the building. Although there is no obvious source of light, the hallway is lit nearly as bright as the outdoors. It is almost as if the light emanates from every surface. They stroll down the hallway, Kirby dragging a still frozen Andy behind her. His head scrapes across the smoothly buffed, white tile flooring with a muted sound not unlike that of a knife drawn across a whetstone. Similarly, their steps are muffled by the acoustic dampening foam blanketing the walls. These panels are well camouflaged and mimic the appearance of matte finished stone. The team follows Cubicles – who they so recently thought of as their nemesis – in uncomfortable quiet as they venture deeper into the, apparently, not-so-cubic structure. 

	Andy, no longer willing to entertain Kirby, unfreezes. Kirby’s relaxed grip on his ankles releases and he flops onto the floor as she continues walking without looking back at him. She does, however, grin ear to ear. 

	Andy climbs to his feet, mockingly having a conversation with himself, “Thanks for saving my life, Andy. No problem, Kirby. Anytime. Jerk.”

	Cubicles looks around the hall as his camera-ready smile fades to a more familiar resting blank face. He moves slowly as if taking into consideration the others’ casual walking speed but maintains his rigidity in doing so. 

	Cubicles’s tone is very methodic, as if each syllable he speaks is carefully crafted. “Since you hired me in the elevator, we have been working diligently on this project.”

	The Oh Force exchange glances with one another, trying to see if anyone knows what he’s talking about. Only Captain Ohblivious nods along as if he genuinely understands. Cubicles leads them down the large corridor to a heavy metal door on the left that is 3 meters tall and just as wide. The door is emblazoned with the acronym S.H.i. with Cubicles’s head blocking the final letter. 

	Cubicles jumps right into his tour of the facilities. “On the ground floor we have two units.” He holds up two fingers before lowering one. “This is unit one, the CUBE U Indoor Training Facility for our Super Heroes in Training.”

	Cubicles puts his hand on a nearly imperceptible hand scanner, and the massive door slides open, disappearing into the wall. In the hallway three ragged-looking young people and a larger-than-life behemoth stand in front of the doors to their respective rooms. Their tense stillness gives the impression that they were goofing off moments ago and must have just snapped to attention.

	Cubicles motions to the people within. “This is Team Two.” 

	Captain Ohblivious waves to Team Two, Andy leans forward to peer into the hallway like he recognizes one of the people, but the sliding door quickly whisks shut. Cubicles moves on down the four-lane highway they call a hallway. 

	“Does that make us Team One?” Andy asks, speedily recovering from a near miss with the sliding door.

	Cubicles stops just in front of an even larger set of double doors. He shoots Andy a puzzled look before turning his attention to Jason. “Jason, did you not get my emails?”

	Jason blushes as the others focus their attention on him. “After the Fortress of Cubicles burned down, we got about ten thousand emails. So, we had to get a new address.” 

	Libby shakes her head, adding some gravity to Jason’s statement. “I’ve never seen so much hate mail.”

	Kirby mumbles, “That’s because you have interns to filter that out for you.”

	Cubicles’s eyes light up as he whips out his data pad. “Oh good. I had feared my email bot did not work. So, Jason, what is your new one?”

	Jason seems rather hesitant to provide it, but after looking at the others for support or input and receiving zilch, he reluctantly states, “It's TheOhForce@NE.AL.CA”

	Cubicles jots it down on his pad and asks, “Is ‘it’s’ part of the address?”

	Jason shakes his head ever so slightly. “No, it’s is part of the statement.”

	“This kind of semantic misunderstanding is exactly why I never use contractions.” Cubicles makes a couple more taps on his screen. He picks his head back up from the pad as Jason’s slate chimes with a notification. 

	Cubicles motions to his left. “Let me introduce you to the lady on my left, Mary Ficelle. She goes by the code name The Master of Marionettes.”

	The Oh Force follows Cubicles’s gesture.

	Captain Ohblivious glances around at head level, oblivious to the fact that the others are looking down. In the end he settles for staring at the wall. “That's a weird name for an invisible man.”

	A deep feminine voice with a Slavic accent replies, “I guess my height does give me a bit of an advantage-”

	“Wow-whoa!” Ohblivious jumps, startled by the sound of a voice coming from below his sight line. 

	“-when I am on an op.” The voice finishes. 

	The Captain finally looks down and notices a rugged woman with dwarfism wearing a top hat and cape. Her body is that of a Russian gymnast from the early 60s with a gnarled muscular physique. A large scar over the left half of her face completes her overall intimidating demeanor. 

	Cubicles proceeds with the introduction, “As our Combat Master, Mary heads the training program at Cube U and is your back up when necessary. Now there is still a lot for us to see, so let us move on.” 

	Cubicles continues down the corridor with The Oh Force in tow. 

	Master Ficelle throws her hands up in frustration. “Wait, is that it?”

	 “Yes Mary, that will be all for now.” Cubicles answers without looking back.

	Master Ficelle rubs her forehead. Kirby respects the gesture and finds a bit of affinity for the woman. 

	Cubicles leads them to a series of large, frosted windows. He presses a button next to one of them and it becomes transparent so that the team can see inside. Through the glass Dr. Kanji, the woman who leads the Vigilantes Anonymous group, looks far more clinical in a pristine white lab coat. Around her is a semi-circle of chairs holding four others dressed in standard blue scrubs with an empty chair flanking the doctor on either side. Andy immediately spots Susan Pernova and Stuart Placaté, waving at them emphatically. Looking away, Jason hides his face with his hand to avoid being recognized by Dr. Kanji and Max. 

	Andy, misunderstanding Jason’s discomfort, points at Jason while yelling loudly. “Hey Jason! Look! It’s Sue and Stu! Hi guys! Hey… I don’t think they can hear us.” Andy raises a hand up to bang on the window.

	“No!” Libby and Cubicles both speak in unison. 

	Libby reaches out to stop him, but before she has an opportunity to intervene, Cubicles snatches Andy’s wrist in the blink of an eye. 

	Andy glances at the chiseled fingers clutching his arm with a firm and solid grip. “I just wanted to say hi…”

	When Cubicles feels Andy’s muscles relax, he releases his hold. “They cannot see you, Andrew.”

	Andy deflates. “They can’t see us?”

	“No, Andrew. It is a one-way mirror.” Cubicles responds apathetically.

	Kirby raises her hand, thinking that she has caught a slip up by Cubicles. “Aren’t they called two-way mirrors?”

	Cubicles focuses his attention on Kirby. “Yes, Kirby, but I refuse to use that terminology as it is misleading.”

	Kirby raises a singular eyebrow. “Why?”

	Cubicles touches the glass. “Because, Kirby, that nomenclature implies it should be mirrored on both sides.” 

	Kirby tilts her head to the side, considering his logic. “Huh, I guess you’re right.”

	Cubicles gets back on track, raising two fingers. “This is our second unit, the Mental Ailments Department. We have devoted twenty-five percent of the first floor to assist those who struggle with their abilities.” Cubicles leans towards Captain Ohblivious and lowers his volume. “Plus, it is a great tax write-off, Rupert.”

	Ohblivious grabs his head and wriggles uncomfortably. “Tell the voices in my tummy to stop!”

	Andy’s stomach grumbles as if agreeing with The Captain. “So, yeah… about that free food.” 

	Cubicles perks up, remembering what they’re there for. He quickly taps the button again, turning off the viewing window. “Oh yes, lunch.” He holds up three fingers. “First, we need to go to floor three to get you signed in with security. We will head to the ceremony shortly after.”

	Cubicles and the team head towards the elevator with a sense of purpose. 

	Kirby clarifies “All you can eat ceremony, right?” 

	“Yes, Kirby, there is a buffet.” Cubicles replies with bland indifference.

	Andy quickens his pace with a little pep in his step. “Sweet!” 

	[image: Andy and Kirby looking at Cubicles standing in front of the Super Heroes in Training department.]


  [image: Group Therapy in the Mental Ailments Department]

	Sue sits in the uncomfortable looking chair chewing on her nails. Her sarcastic veneer has been stripped away, revealing the bundle of nerves beneath. Stu is a mess, wearing a not so fresh-looking straitjacket adorned with a warning label ‘Beware, he bites’ where a nametag should be. Max sits engrossed by some pudding cups on a little utility table in the center of the room. These therapy sessions are not really meant for Max. However, as the ward of Dr. Kanji, he goes wherever she does.

	Olivia Athimos sits next to Max, between him and the empty chair beside the Doctor. Her jet-black hair and pale complexion are accentuated by her crystal blue eyes. Her posture is a slouched slump complete with a textbook example of manspreading.

	The space is drab, such that you would expect from a group therapy room in a clinical setting. It is a white room with white floors, white walls, and white folding chairs. Even the stainless-steel utility table has a powder coating of white.

	Doctor Kanji gestures to Sue without looking up from her data pad, “Well Sue, if you ever want to talk about your dangerous ability, we’re always willing to listen.” 

	Sue fiddles with her cuticles. “I’m just afraid that if I let it out, I’ll blow up and never put myself back together again. Kinda like Humpty Dumpty.”

	Dr. Kanji gives her a knowing nod. “I really wish you wouldn’t hide behind your humor, Sue. Everything seems insurmountable until you take that first step. We’re happy to provide you a safe place whenever you’re ready.”

	The doctor turns her head slightly in the direction of Max without taking her eyes off the pad in front of her. “Max, do you have anything you'd like to share with the group today?”

	Max stands up and excitedly struts over to the snack table. “Mom can I-”

	“Now Max, when we’re in sessions it’s Doctor.” Dr Kanji interrupts him.

	“Okay, Doctor Mom can I share the pudding?”

	“I don’t know Max. Can you share the pudding?”

	“I sure can! Thanks Mom. I mean Doctor Mom!”

	Max holds his hands out in front of him and raises them, causing the pudding cups to float up into the air. He turns to the rest of the group with his hands spread, sending the sweet treats across the room. As he drops his hands to grab the pudding in front of him, the others fall into the laps of their intended recipients. Max pries the plastic utensil loose from the lid as he saunters back to his seat.

	Dr. Kanji's COMM, which looks like nothing more than a normal wristwatch, starts beeping. “Olivia, it's time for your appointment with Dr. Smith.” She taps her wrist bound COMM to turn off the chiming. 

	Olivia stands in a way that seems a little eager, considering what her outward demeanor would suggest. She begins folding her chair to place it against the wall. 

	“We were supposed to have another woman joining us today but,” Dr. Kanji looks at her pad once more, “it seems Camille Young was unable to attend.”

	“Uh, excuse me,” A little squeak of a voice comes from the empty chair to the Doctor’s left. 

	It startles almost everyone in the room, even prompting Dr. Kanji to look up from her data pad. Max does not seem to be phased. Instead, he methodically digs in the corners of his pudding cup to extract the last of its creamy contents. 

	With all their eyes searching for a voice, they find there’s now a person in the previously unoccupied chair. She’s an average looking young female with one of those faces that is not easy to remember, even after you’ve met her a few times. This easily overseen woman’s unlucky ability prevents her from being noticed unless she makes her presence overtly known. Camille struggles to make strong human connections due to her condition; her meek nature only exacerbates the issue.

	Dr. Kanji studies Camille’s face as she intentionally triggers the young woman’s fears. “My apologies. I didn't see you there.”

	Camille’s face scrunches into an expression near tears as she whimpers, “No one ever does.”

	Max takes notice and reaches his hand out in front of him.

	“I am sorry for having to force this issue, but with an extra-human ability like yours you will never be noticed unless you put yourself out there. Right now, you’re imprisoned in a shell of your own making. You’ve taken a huge step today and I’m proud of you.” Dr. Kanji provides Camille with her full undivided attention. 

	One of the remaining pudding cups floats off the table.

	Camille loses it and begins bawling. “Thank you.”

	Dr. Kanji rises from her seat and follows the pudding cup over to Camille. The Doctor places a reassuring hand on the young woman’s shoulder. Before it even touches Camille, incorporeal whisps reach out from her hand like tendrils and draw the elevated emotions out of inconsolable teen. 

	Although Dr. Kanji cannot feel any emotions, she has the ability to absorb them from others, but only in limited amounts. Once her capacity is full, she must dispose of them, but only into another human host. This is unfortunate for all her interns whose job descriptions include being a vessel for emotion disposal. You can imagine that, although a very well-paid position, her interns do not last long.

	Dr. Kanji provides calming words with a flat and even tone. “We can’t get anywhere without taking small steps in the right direction. It’s best to focus on the next goal at hand instead of the problem as a whole. If you keep moving forward, you will complete your journey before you even know it.” 

	Camille’s elevated state abruptly begins to subside as Olivia makes her way out the door of the room and into the hallway. Oddly the entire room seems to get a little more optimistic with the absence of Olivia.

	Camille starts to settle and looks over at Dr. Kanji with true affection through her tear-soaked face. She smiles as she plucks the pudding out of the air “This is all I've ever wanted. It’s nice being seen. Thank you.”

	Max pipes up as he deftly tosses his empty pudding cup into a garbage bin from across the room. “You’re welcome!”

	[image: Camille eating pudding while Dr. Kanji absorbs her emotions.]


  [image: Singles Session with Dr. Smith]

	The door slides closed behind Olivia with a thunk. She is surrounded by a deafening silence due to the acoustic padding lining the hallway, only adding a sense of isolation to her already depressed state. Unlike most people, her depression stems from her ability. Ever since puberty, Olivia has been afflicted with an aura of suppression that impacts receptors for serotonin and dopamine. This causes a chemical imbalance in her and everyone within her general vicinity, instantaneously sending them into a mental pit of despair. 

	As Olivia starts to trudge down the hallway, the only sounds are her heavy breathing and her muted footsteps. There isn’t an echo as her feet softly pad on the smooth sterile floor. Her every exhale comes out as a sigh, but the space between each begins to quicken. The beat of Olivia’s heart becomes more prevalent as it speeds up with nervous energy. She begins to walk with a sense of urgency as she gets closer to the end of the hall.

	Olivia pauses before a door with a soft wood grain. It stands out against the clinical theme of the Mental Ailments Department. She hesitates a bit, pulling her hand back from the shiny metal knob as if internally asking herself, ‘Are you ready?’ She clenches her hand once more to summon the courage to proceed. Moving with haste, as if afraid she might chicken out, she grabs the knob and turns it swiftly. Olivia gives it a soft push allowing it to slowly creak inward. Its lackadaisical pace is a welcome reprieve from the standard automatic sliding doors that are ever-present in the facility. 

	As she enters the room, the aura of depression emanating from her dissipates and she is immediately flooded with a warm fuzzy feeling. The wood paneled room is lined with bookshelves on either side. Only half of the shelves are filled with books and the rest covered in knickknacks and various awards. Keeping with the motif, a wooden desk at the end of the small room has two chairs on either side. Dr. John Smith occupies the one behind the desk. 

	Dr. Smith is a rather average man. His receding brown hair, brown eyes, and astoundingly average proportions almost make him stand out for just how truly average he is. His attire does not help dispel his bland features, even though his scruffy beard plays well with his casual cardigan. He gestures to the chair across from him without a word. 

	Olivia sits down, accepting the implied invitation. Her posture and demeanor change considerably. Where once she was disinterested and detached, she’s now attentive and somewhat perky. This radical shift in personality is a direct result of Dr. Smith’s ability. Much like his average appearance, his aura has a similar effect on those around him, making them average by nullifying their extra-human abilities. 

	Dr. Smith gives Olivia a kind and endearing smile. “Welcome back, Olivia. We have some exciting news for you today.”

	He stands up from his chair and reaches his hand over the very average sized desk to offer his greeting. She grasps his hand ever so gently, almost in awe of being in his presence. And for the first time in what seems like a very long time, she smiles with true appreciation for the man across the desk.

	The words sink in as Olivia’s nerves flare up in apprehension. She shifts in her seat uncomfortably. “Exciting is subjective. What’s the news Doc?”

	“Before we get to that,” Dr. Smith sits back down, examining the screen embedded in his desk. “I want to go over a few things. How are you feeling right now?”

	Olivia sits deep in thought, reflecting upon her current disposition. “Well, actually, I've been depressed this entire week. But right now, I feel pretty amazing!”

	“That's great!” Dr. Smith grins with just his lips as he clasps his hands together in a singular pop of applause. “I'm so glad to hear it. I’ve been reviewing your file, and I believe you are an excellent candidate to graduate from our program here.”

	Olivia is taken aback by this new revelation, feeling a bit stunned. She frowns in disappointment at the prospect of leaving the care of the facility. She had just begun getting comfortable with the structure this environment provided. She posits the possibilities of what this will mean for her.

	“We better get started if you want to be out any time today.” Dr. Smith grabs a substantial stack of discharge papers from a cubby on the outskirts of his desk. 

	Not quite sure of what to say, she blurts out, “I wouldn’t mind if it takes all day.” She blushes, realizing that sounded a little more desperate than she anticipated.

	Dr. Smith chuckles as he reaches over to grab a second stack of paperwork that is substantially smaller. “Cubicles doesn’t really know the meaning of brevity, at least when paperwork is concerned.” He waves the less daunting documents at her. “It’s okay, I have a CliffsNotes version.”

	[image: Dr. Smith standing behind his desk as Olivia looks at the stack of paperwork.]

	
	[image: First Impressions Then We Eat]

	Cubicles leads The Oh Force into the multipurpose room, which is basically just a gymnasium that has been repurposed. The room’s slate gray floors contrast nicely with the cool gray walls. The flooring is made of a sturdy, self-healing material to absorb and repair the damage done by the Super Heroes in Training. White lines crisscross the floor in different patterns for various sports and activities. The scent of a brunch buffet wafts in the air and activates the salivary glands in the team. Their urge to rush up to the tables with all due haste is tempered by the presence of several people in chairs in front of a simple stage. 

	A few of the people in the chairs are familiar from various news outlets. Leslie Neilsen III and the NENN crew take up the entire front row. In the second row, there are other notable bloggers, vodcasters, and influencers. There is one representative from paper news media amongst them. Barney Flaherty slouches in one of the chairs on the edge, wearing a white shirt with ‘PRESS: Newsie News’ printed in Arial bold on the back. Seated in the third and final row, trying his best to be conspicuously inconspicuous, the Lord of Dance sits wearing a flannel shirt with a denim jacket and jeans. He completes his Canadian tuxedo with reflective sunglasses and an ushanka. Looming behind the Notorious LOD, wearing the basic bodyguard ensemble, is Warwick Percell: the Replicating Stooge.

	Cubicles tries to wrangle the hungry heroes and usher them towards the stage, past several cafeteria style tables with fold down benches attached to them. Captain Ohblivious ignores him, staring longingly at the spread spanning the length of the room. Deciding it is probably for the better, Cubicles leaves Ohblivious to his own devices. The Captain begins searching around for somewhere plop his bottom while Cubicles guides the rest of the team up to the stage. Cubicles takes a spot behind a singular podium. The others notice labels projected on the floor behind him. They take their positions with a hefty amount of uncertainty. Andy hurriedly tries to dust himself off, hoping his clothes are not sullied from flopping on the floor.

	Cubicles gestures for the room to be quiet and presses an earpiece. “Alright I think that we are ready to get-”

	A loud screech reverberates through the mostly empty room as Captain Ohblivious noisily drags one of the cafeteria tables up to the buffet. Had he not been so oblivious, The Captain may have noticed that the fold-down benches were also present on the buffet tables themselves. 

	Cubicles waits for what seems to be an endless grind to stop. When it finally does, he continues speaking to the person in his ear. “We are ready to get start-”

	Several more shrill squeals come from the back of the room as Captain Ohblivious adjusts his seat into the perfect position, preparing to nom upon the smorgasbord of noshables. 

	Cubicles finally addresses Ohblivious. “Are you done yet, Rupert?”

	“Done?!” Ohblivious calls back over his shoulder as his grubby hands start fondling a stack of sandwiches. “I’m just getting started!”

	Cubicles takes a deep breath and waits a moment for Ohblivious to get lost in his food fervor. “I believe we are now ready. Let us go live.” 

	Distracted by a rustle behind him, Cubicles glances back to find Andy fiddling with his rumpled trench coat. “Andrew, it is time to begin.”

	Andy stiffens up, looking forward as Cubicles starts addressing the audience. 

	“We would like to thank all of those who came out today, in person or online, for this press ceremony. This is a momentous event not just for New Edmonton, but for Canada. And one day, the world. This will be a proof of concept to show that our extra-human abilities will be an asset for law enforcement. With the backing of our investors – and approval from the Canadian Government – today I am excited to present to you our inaugural team of superheroes, Team Oh.” 

	He gestures behind him while training his eyes onto the Lord of Dance. “They have been assembled to address the rising threats within our great city.”

	The Lord of Dance chuckles as applause is pumped in through the speakers. Barney looks around at the other press who are doing nothing more than a golf clap if anything. He’s unsure if the applause is from the online audience or simply an audio track. In the event it is real, Barney hesitantly begins clapping. 

	Cubicles starts gesturing with his hands to quiet the room again, and the applause through the speakers slowly fades down. “And now we will take some questions. Leslie Nielsen the Third?”

	Leslie’s crew jumps into action as she stands. “Thank you for allowing me two questions. First, I’d like to address all the fires. Is this going to be standard operating procedure?”

	Barney starts angrily scratching out the only thing written down on his notepad as he mutters under his breath. “I lay all the groundwork.”

	 “That is an excellent question, Leslie.” Cubicles nods in understanding.  “The fires were not started by Team Oh: the bank was unaffiliated, The Fortress of Cubicles was burned by a disgruntled employee, and their prior headquarters was burned down by an electrical mishap.”

	The rest of the team looks over at Captain Ohblivious who is blissfully stuffing his face with food. The table directly in front of him looks to be significantly emptier than it was just moments ago. 

	“Mmmm it’s so good!” The Captain leans back in his chair, rubbing his belly and moaning loudly. “You guys don’t know what you’re missing.”

	Kirby purses her lips with disdain and starts taking a slight step forward. Libby gives her a swift elbow, nodding her head at the cameras.

	Leslie waves dismissively. “The second question I have for you is quite simple.” She gestures to the room around them. “Why all of this?”

	Cubicles jumps back in, as the newly rebranded Team Oh begin to believe that they are merely props. “Infrastructure is important. Starting with a strong foundation is a recipe for long-term success. This facility was not only built as a beacon of hope for New Edmonton, but also as a training center for our super heroes of tomorrow.”

	Cubicles motions for Leslie to take a seat and then calls out, “Next question, Charlotte Montgomery.”

	Charlotte, the barista from Bunker’s Bean Barn, stands up with her vlogging camera on a stick. “Yeah, my viewers would like to hear from Libby. So, you’re running multiple fashion brands, constantly modeling, and even have a book coming out this year. Where will you find the time to take on these new responsibilities?”

	Cubicles steps aside allowing Libby to take the mic. “Diligence, hard work, and perseverance go a long way. It really comes down to the desire to be successful in everything you do. Every day I strive to be better than the day before.”

	Kirby rolls her eyes at the cliché comment. Jason evens out the pain on Kirby’s other side with a quick nudge to her ribs without even looking. It’s as if he instinctively knows that she would be doing something unprofessional.

	Cubicles smiles approvingly at Libby as Charlotte speaks back up to ask another question “Will you be designing the outfits?”

	Cubicles steps back in, taking the mic from Libby. “I am sorry. We have limited time today and each person will only be allowed one question.”

	Charlotte looks confused. “But… she got two.” She points at Leslie who smirks in response.

	Cubicles nods once. “Yes, it is in her contract. Barney Flaherty, you are next.”

	Although he has managed to jot down several random topics next to his crossed-out question, Barney just blurts out the first one that comes to mind. “Is the city really that bad that we need more cops?”

	Cubicles stares at him for a good moment before responding. “Yes, we have two.” He emphasizes this by raising two fingers. “They could really use the extra support. And I must clarify that we will not be police officers. Our teams will serve as a tool that the Law Enforcement Agencies will have at their disposal.” 

	Cubicles lets out an exasperated sigh. “Apollo.”

	The Lord of Dance gracefully rises from his seat, waves his arm across the room, and takes a ceremonious bow as if his every action is performance art. He has traded out his pompous British accent for an offensively fake Canadian one. “Yes, I’d like to hear from Jason, eh. I saw you listed as The Illusionist but on NENN you were reported as being Mime Man. Can you clarify that for us, bud?”

	Kirby starts to step forward to take the mic, but Jason jumps in front of her, pushing her out of the way. “That was just a general misunderstanding.”

	Lord of Dance pipes back up. “So which one is it, eh?”

	“Only one question per person, Apollo.” Cubicles smiles as he retakes the podium from Jason. “Now we will take a question from our virtual attendees. Next, we have Judy Li with Toronto Today.”

	A female voice comes over the speakers. “Yes, I have a question for the hunky one.”

	Andy and Jason both try to move for the mic at the same time. As they bump shoulders, they stare at one another in disbelief. Cubicles glares at two albinos that sit in a corner near a laptop. They have definitive familial traits and androgynous features. They both have heterochromia with one eye that is blue and one that is green, but their eyes are oppositely colored. They shrug in unison.

	Captain Ohblivious wipes his hands on the tablecloth. As he stands up, the table slides back with another horrible screech. He throws one hand up in the air. “Present!” 

	Judy’s flirtatious voice continues through the PA system. “Well, the tall one obvi. So, I have to ask. Who is the leader of your superhero team?”

	Andy looks down at Jason, quite pleased with himself. He starts to step up to the mic as he hears Captain Ohblivious yell, “Spurts of Justice!” 

	In a matter of a second, Captain Oh the venerable hero of yesteryear, stands in front of Andy at the podium. Realizing that he still has food in his mouth, Oh picks up a clear plastic cup with the label ‘Cubicles’ from under the podium. As discretely as possible he spits the food into it, attempting to make it look like he is taking a drink and sets it back down. Cubicles grinds his teeth as he watches the once immaculate beverage become a spittoon. 

	Captain Oh postures up to his full height which is still not taller than Andy. “I’ll address this one. Of course I’m the leader. It’s called The Oh Force. What a stupid question. Next.”

	Cubicles takes the mic from Oh as he transforms back into Ohblivious. “That’s enough for our panel today. Team Oh has important duties to which they must attend.” Cubicles motions towards the buffet.

	Ohblivious struts off the stage with purpose as he pulls a foil wrapped hotdog out of his neck pocket. “Damn right I do.”

  [image: The Team running down toward the buffet table] 


[image: A Perfectly Average Encounter]

	Team Oh comes out of a side passage looking like they could use a siesta after gorging on the buffet. Captain Ohblivious falls further and further behind, struggling to keep up with the rest of the group. He seems to have gained a couple pant sizes in the gut region. His stomach distends to the point that if he was wearing a T-shirt instead of his signature onesie, his belly would be peeking out for some fresh air. 

	Dr. Smith and Olivia enter the other end of the hallway, heading towards the entrance of the CUBE. Team Oh meanders towards them on a beeline to the elevators at the opposite end of the corridor. Olivia, now in street clothes, wears a pair of intentionally distressed black capris and a black T-shirt. Centered over her chest with pink stitching is the mischievous mascot for Goodbye Batty. The cartoony, chibi bat, caters to the youthful crowd who don’t want to fit in. So, they all dress the same in a dark motif. 

	As the two groups close the distance between them, The Captain stops in his tracks after spontaneously changing into his younger more virile form of Captain Oh.

	Dr. Smith looks down at his paperwork. “There's a few more things I have to check, but I believe we're all finished.”

	Olivia perks up a little when she learns there is a possibility, no matter how remote, that she may be allowed to stay. 

	Olivia and Dr. Smith continue past Cubicles and Team Oh, not looking up from the clipboard in John Smith’s hands. No one notices that Captain Ohblivious, who has fallen behind due to his party paunch, has become Captain Oh. Oh tries to quantify what has just taken place, staring at his hands and body. He turns, looking back at Dr. Smith and Olivia who are continuing towards the CUBE entrance. It is at this point that he realizes that an outside element has transformed him without his consent. He whips around to face the rest of his team pointing one finger in the air to make a declaration. Just as Captain Oh opens his mouth to speak, Dr. Smith moves far enough away so that Oh is no longer under his aura’s influence. The Captain’s body withers around him, his posture slumps, and his food baby has been replaced with his standard beer belly. 

	Confused, Captain Ohblivious glances up to his hand, raising an eyebrow. “Why are you up there?” His face scrunches as he attempts to remember what he was about to declare. 

	A movement in his gut roars its displeasure, almost forcing him to double over. Any previous thought he might have had evaporates as he begins to realize there is a far more pressing issue. He extends his arm to its full length, keeping his finger up. 

	He blurts out, “I gotta poop!” certain that this must be what he intended to announce.

	This exclamation seems to have no effect on any others in the corridor. It is at this time that Ohblivious realizes how far he is from the others. He whisks down the hallway toward the rest of the team, who have begun shuffling into the elevator with Cubicles. 

	On the other side of the corridor, Olivia and Dr. Smith head out the front doors to find the courtyard much less congested. There are a few people mingling amongst a still sizable amount of news crews, but it is barren of the thousands that were in the area just a couple hours ago. Olivia is quite apprehensive as she scans the large, open space, having become comfortable with the tight confines of her room in the CUBE. 

	Dr. Smith gives a little nod as he looks over to Olivia, who is already ready to meet his gaze. “We’re good to go! Here’s your COMM and your Slate. Here you’ll find a list of PLACE facilities to help get you on your feet. We’ve also preloaded it with some money for food and other essentials.” 

	Olivia tentatively takes the devices from his outstretched hand. “Thanks...”

	Dr. Smith puts his hand out. “You’re welcome! You have a great rest of your life, and you know where I work if you ever need anything.”

	Olivia only returns a half-hearted smile as she shakes the outstretched hand of Dr. Smith. Dr. Smith gives her a wink, one last smile, turns back to the entrance, and heads inside. 

	Olivia waits like a sad puppy as she watches the Doctor enter the building. When the doors silently slam shut, an overbearing gloom drops on Olivia as suddenly as darkness fills a room when a light is extinguished. After staring at the doors, longing for them to reopen, she turns with a heavy sigh and trudges down the stairs. She slumps with every step, feeling the weight of the world once again upon her shoulders. Her complexion blanches as the sun comes from behind a cloud, beaming off her pale white skin. Everyone around her has also taken up her broody mood, as if reflecting on the ugliest parts of themselves. 

	Hearing laughter through a nearby window she turns, seeing the storefront for The Innovator’s Exotic Pets. She watches a little girl giggle at an animal unlike anything in the known world. It looks similar to a racoon mixed with a Pomeranian. The inability to smile at the little girl’s joy only sends her deeper into her own thoughts. These thoughts revolve around what you would call such a silly looking creature. Would it be a raccaranian or a pomeroon? Unfortunately, these thoughts do little to distract her from the dark dread growing inside of her.

	She mopes away towards a bench in a small green space near the sidewalk. As she sits down underneath the covered seating area, a hologram pops up on one of the glass walls of the sun shelter.

	The smiling face of Automaton takes up the majority of the display. His ever-cheery voice comes out of speakers built into the bench. “Are you feeling depressed?! Do you feel the need for salvation?! Come down to The Church of Multi-Denominational Faiths on the corner of 23rd and Keanu Boulevard!”

	Just as the message begins to repeat itself, she looks down at the slate in her hand. The device lights up showing the list of PLACE (Providing Living Assistance, Community and Empowerment) facilities. Such facilities are managed by the city to help those that live on basic find housing arrangements. In this case, she finds that the church is also the PLACE she is looking for.

	Olivia puts her slate down on her lap, staring at the heavily targeted advertisement with a wistful gaze. In a moment of unfettered determination, she jumps from her seat and waves her hand in the air, hailing an AutoCab. Within a matter of seconds one of the automated vehicles comes to a sudden stop in front of her. The door slides open and she climbs into the safety-orange colored transport. The door hisses closed, muting the sounds from outside. 

	Once more, as with all things in New Edmonton, Automaton greets her with an unsettling inquiry, “We noticed that you hailed a cab after hearing our advertisement! Would you like to go to the Church of Multi-Denominational Faiths?!”

	Olivia takes one last look at her slate before meekly answering. “Yes.”

	“Fantastic! Please keep your arms and legs inside the vehicle while you are transported to your destination! You may purchase beverages and snacks from the terminal in front of you! If you don’t find anything to your liking, you can also have other refreshments meet you at your destination! Enjoy your ride!”

	[image: An androgynous graffiti artist standing in front of a wall with graffiti: Don't Conform.]

	
	[image: Bits, Bots, And a Bunch Far Too Familiar]

	Team Oh and Cubicles have made their way to the second floor of the CUBE. They stand in front of a red door in a stark white hallway. 

	Cubicles pats the door affectionately. “This is our new headquarters.”

	Andy tilts his head, staring at Cubicles quite puzzled. “Our new headquarters?”

	Cubicles puffs out his chest ever so slightly in pride. “Yes, once I found our headquarters had burned down,” Cubicles waves his hand, as if trying to encapsulate the entirety of the building around them. “I built this as our new base of operations.” 

	This only makes the puzzled look on Andy’s face spread to the others in the hall, with the exception of Captain Ohblivious who is too busy dancing around, holding his colon through his gut. Jason fidgets with his fingers, trying to put the pieces together. 

	Andy chimes in again, this time much more accusatorily motioning to everyone but Cubicles, “After our headquarters burned down.”

	Jason quickly pipes in, trying to avoid having it seem like they are looking the proverbial gift horse in the mouth. “Really?! Wow.”

	Cubicles smiles just a tinge as he turns to open the door. Libby nods at Jason in approval for stepping in when he did. Cubicles puts his hand once again onto a nearly imperceptible hand scanner to the right of the door. The door slides open with a quick thunk, revealing the biggest shock as of yet: a clean version of the kitchen and living room from their old apartment. 

	Cubicles continues to look very pleased with himself, at least in regards to the limited emotive capability he possesses. “You were so productive in our old environment, that we have replicated it perfectly.” 

	Kirby rolls her eyes at Jason and states mockingly, “Really, wow.”

	Andy pokes his head in, filling the doorway. “Wow. No, but really, wow! How’d you get it so… eerily similar? It’s like you just bought new versions of all our old stuff.”

	Cubicles places a hand onto Andy’s shoulder. “Yes, Andrew! It is amazing, is it not?”

	Andy looks rather uncomfortable with the unwanted contact from Cubicles. “Amazing isn’t really the word I’d use to describe it.”

	 “More like creepy.” Kirby finishes his thought.

	The team notices that not everything is the same. For one there is a new backless bench in the corner of the entry way, where Íre Tator sits quietly. On the coffee table in the middle of the room is a thick hardcover book with the title Official Heroes Handbook - Edition Zero next to two sizeable stacks of paperwork. The biggest difference is that the hallway and all the bedrooms are nowhere to be seen.

	Andy takes a few steps into their new-old headquarters, staring at the wall where his bedroom used to be. “So, do we like go back to the hotel-”

	“Motel” Kirby pipes in to correct him.

	“Motel.” Andy continues. “Because I don’t think Anne will be too happy to see us. Afterall, we still can’t pay the rent.”

	Jason joins the conversation. “See, you called it rent.”

	“She called it rent!” Andy attempts to defend himself.

	“I called it rent.” Jason says smugly.

	Libby decides that this is where the discussion should end. “I think we can all agree. It’s called rent.”

	Captain Ohblivious barges past everyone into the room jittering and now holding his bottom. “I don’t care what it’s called! You guys jibber jabber about nonsense all the time. Let’s talk about something important like where’s the bathroom?!”

	Cubicles raises an eyebrow at him. “It is where it has always been, Rupert.”

	Ohblivious scrunches his face trying to wrap his head around the statement. “Are you talking about my secret lair? That’s all the way across town and it’s out of order!”

	Cubicles tries to state things in a way that Captain Ohblivious can understand. “This headquarters has the same floorplan as our old headquarters. You will find the lavatories in the same place as they were before. The exception to this is the bedrooms. You have all been given your own personal accommodations.” 

	Libby breathes a sigh of relief. “Oh, thank the gods.”

	The Captain nods and hurries over to a door on his left.

	Libby notices that Ohblivious is heading to the wrong door, and her sigh of relief transforms in a moment of panic. “That’s the closet!”

	Captain Ohblivious alternates between Libby and the door. Libby helps him out by pointing to a door on the right. 

	Ohblivious scampers towards the correct door while chiding, “So not everything is where it used to be.” 

	Libby’s face twists in disgust as she realizes that the apartment burning to the ground may not be the worst thing to have happened in its history.

	Cubicles knocks on the table, redirecting the team’s attention to the matters at hand. “Please make sure you read the handbook thoroughly before you sign your contracts.” 

	Kirby lets out a groan befitting a teenager having been asked to clean their room for the fifth time that day. “But reading is so boring. Do you have an audiobook version?”

	Andy nods his agreement while everyone else just ignores Kirby’s childish protest. 

	Libby picks up one of the contracts and begins thumbing through it. After reading the first line on the contract, ‘By signing this contract you agree to all terms as outlined in the handbook,’ she also picks up the handbook and sits down on the couch.

	Andy inspects the formidable forms and the leather-bound book. “How many trees do you think were killed for that book?” 

	Cubicles beams and raises a pointed finger. “None, Andrew! We only use recycled paper that comes from landfill mining.”

	Andy raises an eyebrow in a playful manner to Cubicles. “But that paper came from trees, right?”

	Cubicles cocks his head to one side giving Andy a considering look. “I suppose so, Andrew.”

	Andy grins contentedly, “So what's your guess? How many trees?”

	Cubicles stares at the book and papers intensely as a small boxy robot rolls through the room on tracks. The BOT has a webcam for a head and emits a strange humming sound. 

	Kirby picks up the TV remote and starts poking it. “I really don't remember having one of these?”

	The BOT lights up two arrows on its back that point to a slot with a cartridge fused inside. In a monotonous robotic voice, nowhere as cheery as Automaton, “I'll show you where to stick it.”

	Kirby stops poking and looks uncomfortably at the remote in her hand and then back to the BOT. “Well, that's kind of rude.”

	Libby leans over the arm of the couch to get a glimpse of the robot, letting out a light chuckle. 

	The BOT once again says, “I'll show you where to stick it.”

	Libby is intrigued as well as a bit put off by the phrase. “That time it didn’t even make sense.”

	Cubicles, Jason, and Andy join the ladies around the BOT. Well, ladies may be too strong of a word when referring to Kirby, so let’s change that to women. Cubicles, Jason, and Andy join the women around the BOT. 

	“Ah, yes, this a post war prototype appropriately named Basic Operations Tool.” Cubicles points to the cartridge slot. “It is perfectly functional with the exception of the voice modulator that only says one phrase. It will take care of your household duties.”

	Kirby changes her tone as she now looks admiringly down at the mechanical maid. “Is it too early to say I love you?”

	The BOT again says, “I'll show you where to stick it.”

	Libby shudders as she whispers in Cubicles’s direction, like she is trying to ask something that she doesn’t want the BOT to hear, “Can we unplug the voice box?”

	The camera that makes up the BOT’s head swivels rapidly to stare at Libby, clearly indicating it heard her. 

	Cubicles pauses excitedly, “No!”

	Libby scooches over to the other side of the couch to put more space between her and the BOT. 

	“I'm gonna name it!” Andy kneels in front of the BOT, staring directly into the camera. “Do you have a name little guy?”

	“I’ll show you where to stick it.”

	“That’s a little long, let’s come up with something a bit shorter.”

	The rest of Team Oh quickly disperse and begin exploring their not-so-new headquarters. Andy reels off a series of names in quick succession, every once in a while, asking the bot for its input. 

	[image: Andy Coming up with Names for the Bot: Botbert, Frederick Bottington, Botty Crocker, Botty the Botler]


  [image: And the Disappointment Continues]

	Captain Ohblivious stands up from his porcelain throne, pulling up his underwear through his butt flap. 

	The Captain surveys the room and nods his approval. “This is definitely not the same as the last one. It is so much bigger. The last one was like a closet.”

	Ohblivious pulls the towel from the top of the toilet tank. “And they kept all this weird crap in there. There wasn’t enough room for my crap.” He chuckles at his intentional pun. “Oh, I miss you, bucket.”

	Captain Ohblivious wipes his hands off on the towel without washing them first, chucking it back to its regular resting place. The Captain heads out to join the others, looking back over his shoulder and trying to fasten the last button on his butt flap. Out of the corner of his eye, he spots the BOT. His mouth drops open as he freezes, inspecting its boxy form. 

	Kirby tries to sit next to Libby who is cross-referencing things between the needlessly large contract and equally needlessly large book. Kirby jumps up uncomfortably as she is nearly impaled by the giant scissors sticking out of her pocket. She unsheathes the shears from her pants, moseys into the kitchen, and begins looking in the drawers for a suitable place to store them. Not finding anywhere they will fit, she opts to put them on top of the refrigerator.

	Jason moves to the far-right wall as he notices a difference in the textures. He slides his hand over the shiny metal panel of the wall, giving it a little knock and receiving a hollow sound in reply.

	Jason turns back to Cubicles “What’s this thing?”

	Cubicles pries himself away from the name game after hearing Andy’s latest terrible suggestion, Sticky McBotface. 

	“I'll show you where to stick it.”

	Andy looks around for approval. “See, it kind of works.”

	He slows at the end of his statement when he realizes that the rest of the group has decided to actively ignore his shenanigans. He shrugs, going back to stare at the BOT. 

	Cubicles, now over with Jason, places his hand on another nearly invisible panel on the wall. The shinier section of the wall moves, revealing it was a door all along. “It is an elevator with a biometric scanner. It was designed for easy access to the operation floors.”

	Cubicles probably didn’t have to state that it was an elevator as it is quite evident by the musak emanating from within.

	Jason searches for the scanner on the wall, still finding it hard to spot even with Cubicles’s hand on top of it. “Did you have to hide the scanners?”

	“No, Jason. I did not.” Cubicles replies flatly.

	Kirby shuffles up to stand next to Jason, whispering loudly enough to make certain Cubicles can hear. “Is he being sarcastic?”

	Jason’s eyes almost seem unfixed just before regaining his composure. “I don’t think he can be sarcastic.”

	Cubicles looks to Andy. “Andrew, roughly seventy-five percent of a small tree and about point one five percent of a cow.” 

	“And…” Jason rolls his head over to Kirby. “He just made my point.” 

	Andy spins about and stands from his knees. “Huh?”

	Cubicles addresses the room expectantly as he heads into the elevator. He holds a button to keep the doors open. “Let me show you the other floors.”

	Libby lifts from the couch with her eyes glued to the contract.

	Captain Ohblivious takes one more look at the BOT. His eyes go wide. “I now know what you made me know! My toast!”

	Captain Ohblivious jolts off in the direction of the kitchen. 

	Cubicles releases the button, unwilling to wait for The Captain’s antics. Andy sticks his arm out to hold the doors, as he never tires of The Captain’s antics. 

	Cubicles yanks him back and reaches out to press the ‘open door’ button. “Do not do that, Andrew! The doors do not stop for anything unless the button on the inside is pressed.”

	Andy stares at his arm in shock and then over to the button. 

	Libby finally pulls her attention from the contract. “Wouldn’t that be a bit dangerous?” 

	“It is, Libby” Cubicles acknowledges this with a little nod, “but some things need to be sacrificed in the name of security.”

	Kirby joins Andy in looking at his arm, mostly just curious about what would have happened, but attempting to put on a concerned face. 

	Cubicles glances at his watch then out through the living room and into the kitchen. “Rupert?”

	Captain Ohblivious comes bounding in shoving something into the top of his outfit, otherwise known as his neck pocket. 

	Cubicles releases the button holding the door open, taps B1, and then prods the one to close the doors. They slam shut with an alarming amount of haste, like a horizontal guillotine. Andy flinches while everyone else just stares in terror at his fragile forearm. There is an uneasy silence as the seconds pass, the group feeling like corpses cramped inside the confines of their collective coffin. All of them begin to contemplate the unknown dangers that Cubicles may have in store for them in their new work environment. 

	The tension is broken when Andy begins to hum along with the synthesized bossa-nova tune. Although the muzak has many variations, this ubiquitous background track retains the fundamental melody regardless of the genre. 

	Andy stops himself, shaking his head. “We've been riding way too many elevators recently. They all have the same stupid song and it's too catchy.” Andy has an abrupt change in thought, whirling about to address Cubicles “Wait!” His eyes trace over to Captain Ohblivious. “Rupert?”

	Ohblivious shoots him a thumbs up. “That’s my name, don’t wear it out.” 

	Cubicles nods, knowing this was a question directed towards him and not The Captain. This is why Cubicles chooses so often to use the first names of the people that he is speaking to, for the sake of clarity. 

	Cubicles claps a hand on the back of Captain Ohblivious. “That is correct, Andrew. This is a semi-formal professional environment. We call people by their full first names.”

	Andy looks back at Captain Ohblivious, giving him a once over from top to bottom and back again, as if he is trying to see if the name fits. 

	Libby shakes her head. “You really don’t listen, do you Andy?”

	Kirby scoffs “He’s said it like six times already.”

	Cubicles raises his mansplaining finger. “Correction, Kirby. I have said Rupert five times so far today. This would be the sixth time.”

	“See! Six times!” Kirby retorts.

	Andy continues eyeing The Captain and finally says what’s on his mind. “But… Rupert? It really doesn’t seem to fit Captain Oh, the world’s greatest superhero!”

	Ohblivious glares back at Andy with belligerent offense, poking him in the chest with his index finger. “It fits just fine! No captain goes by their first name. It’s Captain Kidd, not Captain Billy. And my other name has too many word parts, so I took some off!”

	Andy rubs the sore spot in his chest where Captain Ohblivious jabbed him. “Your other name?”

	The Captain looks at Andy with a dumbfounded face, as if everyone should know the answer to that question. “Yeah, my sir-name weirdo. Ohlemacher, DUH!”

	Realizing this is a lost conversation, Andy just lets out a simple, “Oh…”

	“I said don’t wear it out!” Captain Ohblivious yells at him as the elevator stops with a light ding.

	The doors slide open just as quickly as they closed. The repetitive tune of the elevator muzak is drowned out by the sounds of pneumatic impact drivers, plasma cutters, and the drone of an air compressor. 

	They exit the elevator into a cement parking structure unlike any other they have seen. It looks like one part chop shop and one part mechanic bay. There are several projects in various stages of completion. Some seem like they may belong more in a hangar, while others appear to be more for military use. In the middle, sitting under a large light, is what looks suspiciously like Andy’s minivan. AKA, the Oh Mobile.

	Cubicles points over his shoulder in its direction. “Ladies and Gentlemen, I give you the Oh Mobile Mark Two, TOR.” 

	Team Oh doesn't look very thrilled as they hear the name of their new ride especially when it looks exactly like their old one. 

	Kirby frowns, visibly upset, but hopeful for automatic driving. She says unenthusiastically, “So, like the headquarters, the van is going to be the same?”

	“Please tell me there’s at least some modern updates,” Libby continues Kirby’s train of thought as only a good twin can do, “Like wireless connectivity instead of a tape deck.”

	“It’s an 8 track, and it’s awesome.” Andy responds protectively.

	Jason butts in. “You only have one working tape!”

	Andy smiles thinking he came up with a witty come back. “Hey, it’s not elevator music and it doesn’t say I’ll show you where to stick it, so I think we’re good.”

	Jason rolls his eyes. “It’s Men Without Hats!”

	“And it doesn’t even have The Safety Dance on it.” Libby adds.

	“It does,” Andy continues defending his derelict device, “program one just got worn out.”

	Kirby rubs her chin. “So, if you can’t listen to it, does that mean you still have it?”

	Andy stumbles as he is running out of excuses. “Yeah, it just doesn’t work. You know just because you have a flat tire doesn’t mean it’s not still there. And shut up!”

	Cubicles has been watching them this whole time, very confused by their reaction. His eyes dart from person to person, trying to calculate the series of events that led to this argument. 

	He looks behind him, noticing the van that they were all focused on. “Ah! No, that one is your old van. It was parked in the middle of the street. We had to move it in.” He takes a few steps and grabs the edge of a blue cloth tarp covering a far larger vehicle just behind the Oh Mobile Mark One. “I was talking about this one.”

	Their reactions change to surprise as Cubicles rips away the sheet. They seem rather stunned by the reveal, but that is quickly replaced by a curious disgust. They turn to confront a strange crunching sound that has risen above the noise of power tools in the background. They see Captain Ohblivious eating a piece of horribly charred toast. Charred to the point that only the mere shape of it suggests what it could be, other than a piece of charcoal. With the attention on him, Captain Ohblivious lowers the toast and slowly puts it into his neck pocket. 

	[image: Captain Ohblivious taking a bite of his toast]

	
	[image: When Powers Collide: A Corrupted Confession]

	In a small, enclosed space with poor lighting, Olivia sits on a padded wooden bench covered with a crimson and brown argyle pattern. A little door slides open on the wall next to her, with mesh covering the hole. On the other side sits The Holy Man, less obscured by the mesh as it is brighter on his side of the confessional booth. Olivia immediately feels quite comfortable with him as his presence fills her with a bit of confidence, due to the Holy Man’s aura of enlightenment.

	“How can I help you today?” The Holy Man asks in a gruff voice that sounds not unlike Nick Nolte. 

	Olivia averts her eyes from his as if he can see her as clearly as she can see him. “I was told I could find salvation here.”

	The Holy Man tries to shake off the overwhelming sense of despair that is flooding into him, so that he can remain professional. He gives her a little nod. “You can my child, what troubles you?”

	Olivia, feeling an odd combination of empowerment and depression, is able to force a smile that comes off a little menacing. “I'm just depressed. All the time.”

	The Holy Man looks up from the book he is reading. Instead of reverting to her default of avoiding eye contact, Olivia stares through the thin mesh with sincere interest. 

	The Holy Man takes off his thin pair of reading glasses and gives her a little reassuring smile. “You must find what truly makes you happy and hold on tight. Do you have anything like that in your life?”

	Olivia gives his question some deep thought. Her smile transforms from subtly menacing to unsettling and outright manic, as though her true self has been overtaken by a darker alter ego. “Well, there is a man that makes me feel normal and being normal makes me feel happy.”

	“We all need someone in our lives that sees us for who we really are,” says the Holy Man, shaking his head a bit, “But we can’t base our happiness on others. We need to search within ourselves to find what makes us happy.”

	Olivia’s smile fades and her expression turns into one of brooding contempt.

	The Holy Man takes notice, “This is not to say that you can’t seek him out and tell him how you feel. The key to happiness is truth. So, what you really need to do is find a way to love yourself and be the person you want to be.”

	Although this information should be self-empowering, Olivia’s current state of mind interprets it very differently. She realizes that she can’t be the person she wants to be without being in the presence of John Smith. 

	A look of determination forms on Olivia’s face. “Ok, I think I know just what to do.”

	“Now you have a goal, something to work towards,” the Holy Man puts back on his pair of reading glasses, “So go with God and come back on the weekends. And if it doesn’t work out, you know where to find me.”

	Olivia exits the booth into the nave, which looks rather confused about its identity. It sports a hodge podge of religious icons spanning the spectrum. In the center of the wall is a massive cross flanked by stained glass windows of Nordic, Greek, and Roman gods. The more you look across the sanctuary, the more the imagery borders on blasphemy. Opposite the confessional is a small alcove with symmetrical niches on either side. On the left is a golden effigy of The Angel Moroni while on the right is a bust of L. Ron Hubbard enshrined in bronze. Filling the space between the two is a Crescent Moon with a Star of David within.

	Olivia is stopped in her tracks by what appears to be the sudden appearance of a group of shrouded figures. The small mob stands in front of her, their heads bowed in reverence. The hoods of their large flowing black robes obscure their faces as they kneel before her.

	“She’s here! The one we’ve been waiting for,” one man calls out, raising his hands in prostration. “What is your bidding, our dark goddess?”

	Olivia is stuck in place as her mind tries to catch up with what she’s seeing before her. 

	The Holy Man exits the booth, surveys the crowd of kneeling people, and then looks angrily at Olivia. “What are they doing? Who are all these hooded people?”

	The man from earlier speaks up as Olivia does not seem to be able find the words, let alone her voice. “We have been drawn here by the promise of salvation through servitude.” 

	Olivia feels a dark energy swirling around her as The Holy Man closes in. It is at this time she realizes that their two auras, one of depression and one of enlightenment, have combined. She stares at the hooded figures, now understanding what has inspired them to follow her with cult-like thralldom. A mischievous grin grows on Olivia’s face as she has been handed a simple solution to achieve her newly discovered goal.

	“Get out of my church with this madness!” The Holy Man, feeling more frustrated than he thinks he should, points to the exit. “This is no place for these shenanigans. This is a house of the Gods!” 

	Olivia puts a soft hand on his shoulder as her grin grows teeth. “Oh, we’ll leave your church, but you’re coming with us.” 

	The Holy Man blows a raspberry. “No, I’m not!” 

	Olivia raises her finger to point at The Holy Man with malevolent intent while looking at her demented devotees. The crowd silently rises and slowly moves past her, over to The Holy Man. The man who has been speaking pulls a squashed roll of duct tape from his robes and rips off a strip. The figures surrounding the Holy Man grab him, holding his limbs secure. 

	The Holy Man struggles in vain against their overpowering numbers. He yells out with desperation in his voice, “What are you doing! Get off me!”

	Olivia watches as the hooded man irreverently caresses the sticky strip across The Holy Man’s lips, then pats him gingerly on the head. 

	In a moment of vanity, she turns and examines herself in the reflection on a polished brass urn engraved with a depiction of Anubis holding the scales of judgement. “This’ll do.”

	She and her followers make their way to the streets with The Holy Man taped to a cross. They unceremoniously shove the desecrated crucifix through the glass moonroof of an AutoCab. Olivia climbs into the self-driving taxi, setting the destination. Her followers surround her chariot, walking in front to ensure that it will stay with their procession. As they march toward the object of her desires, and with each building they pass, more hooded figures join the mob. As the coerced collective expands, their sphere of influence stretches further, drawing individuals from blocks away to join the flock of faithful followers. In the back of the group emerges a mass of people carrying a ridiculously large, uprooted tree, as if anticipating the needs of their diabolical deity. 

	They round the corner to reveal their destination as the CUBE. When they reach the front doors Olivia gracefully pulls herself through the improvised sunroof to stand on top of the AutoCab. She puts her arm around The Holy Man who is struggling against his bindings. With an elegant wave of her hand, Olivia parts the crowd without so much as a word. She throws her arm forward and instinctively the people brandishing the improvised battering ram charge the doors. As the roots collide with the metal clad barrier it sends splintery bits off in all directions. They pull back the siege engine and prepare to heave it forward for another blow. Olivia plants a soft kiss on the duct tape covered cheek of The Holy Man before throwing her hands forward, heralding her horde to advance once more.

	[image: The Holy Man blasphemously poking through the roof of an autocab while Olivia stands in front grinning menacingly.]

	
	[image: An Alarming Turn of Events]

	A LITTLE WHILE EARLIER…

	Libby and Cubicles work over her contract, completely ignoring the team’s newly revealed battle wagon behind them. Libby flips through the contract while Cubicles uncomfortably hovers over her shoulder. 

	Libby takes a pen from Cubicles’s breast pocket and crosses out a paragraph titled Divestment of Interests. “That’s a non-starter. I’d never do that to my company.”

	“It was worth a try.” Cubicles nods his head. “Most people do not even read these things.”

	Libby smiles and starts to cross out another paragraph labeled Waiver of Medical Rights. 

	Cubicles grabs the contract to stop her. “That section is non-negotiable. The research into our extra-human abilities is nascent. We need to cover our liabilities.”

	Libby looks at her now empty hand. “That’s too broad of a definition. Are these negotiations over or is there opportunity to amend?”

	There is a tinge of glee in Cubicles’s eyes. “I think amendments can be arranged. This is a bilateral contract after all.”

	“Good.” Libby holds out her hand. “Contract?”

	Cubicles holds it out for her to read but doesn’t relinquish control over the document. With a soft smile, Libby rolls her eyes and leans in to continue reading. 

	Behind them the many lights on TOR flicker on and off in random sequences, like a bad DJ got control of the stage lighting. TOR is a large torpedo shaped vehicle. The front of it resembles the Herkimer Battle Jitney with a large cattle plow attached to the bumper. The rear of the vehicle does not have wheels and instead has large tracks. The front wheels look almost like tracks, but they are round. It is outfitted with enough cameras, lights, and sensors to rival The Louvre. Strangely, there is no windshield on the vehicle. 

	Jason, Andy, and Kirby are inside TOR tinkering around with their new ride. Jason lounges on a bench in the rearmost compartment, reading the manual. Across from him, on a large wire equipment rack, Captain Ohblivious is crashed out and snoring loudly. 

	Kirby has taken up residency in the cockpit and found a way to connect her slate to the large screen that wraps around the entire spherical space. Kirby spins around in the captain’s chair with a wide toothy smile as she plays a game on the immersive screen. The chair is clad in every possible control that the driver would need to pilot the landship.

	Between the cockpit and the large space where Jason and Ohblivious are, is a command-and-control center. Here, Andy sits at a panel that seems to be from another generation. He randomly pokes at the various buttons, switches, knobs, and anything else he can get his grubby fingers on. 

	Although they are clearly labeled, he keeps speaking to himself as if they are not. “What’s this one do? What’s this one do? What’s this one do?”

	Andy presses a button and Automaton’s voice comes over the interior speakers. “Launching drone assistance!”

	“No no no no no, stop that, I don’t want drones!” Andy starts freaking out, pressing buttons and switches at random to try to take it back. “Are they armed drones? Wait, is this a drone strike? I can’t turn it off!” 

	Jason lets out a frustrated sigh as he dog-ears a page and closes the manual. He calmly sets down his reading material, stands up, and strolls over to where Andy is frantically smashing every control in sight. 

	Jason reaches out with casual nonchalance and presses the button that Andy originally pressed. “They’re labeled. And they’re toggles.”

	“Cancelling drone assistance!” Automaton cheerily announces.

	Jason stares at Andy, waiting to be certain that his easily distracted friend makes eye contact with him. Feeling Jason’s eyes burning into the side of his head, Andy sheepishly turns to meet his insistent gaze.

	Jason smirks and then states with a belittling tone, “They turn things on, and off.”

	Jason leisurely pads back to peruse the pages of the operations manual. Andy scoffs at him then hesitantly looks at the control panel in front of him. His childlike curiosity gets the better of him and he goes back to randomly pressing buttons.

	 As Andy flicks a switch, an alarm starts to blare throughout the garage. He flicks the switch back to its original state, but the air raid siren continues to wail. 

	“Ah, c’mon! I have to resync?!” Kirby exclaims from the cockpit.

	Andy squints at the single switch, as if staring harder might change the current state of auditory affairs. While Andy is aware that there is a label, he lacks the attention span to read it.

	Andy tilts his head in the general direction of the rear cabin. “Uh... Jason? Did we not call off the drone strike?”

	Andy attempts to move the switch to its central position, hoping that it has some hidden third state. The switch just snaps back down. Jason huffs as he gets back up from the bench, only just having found where he had left off with his reading material. 

	With more haste, Jason returns to Andy’s side and looks at the panel. “Which button did you press this time?”

	Andy flips the switch again. “It was a switch, and it’s this one. It doesn’t work. I think it’s broken.”

	Jason reads the label on the switch out loud. “Cockpit Override.”

	“C’mon you glitchy drumpf!” Kirby yells out from the cockpit. A loud clambering erupts in the forward chamber as she mumbles out additional curses. 

	The door to the cockpit slides open and Kirby steps out. “Well, the cockpit’s broken.” She stares at the ceiling as if just noticing the alarm, and then back down to meet the concerned expression on Andy’s face. “What did you do?”

	Captain Ohblivious, having been roused from his slumber, throws a boot at Andy. “What did you do?”

	Andy searches his brain for an answer. “I… don’t… know?”

	Jason – far more observant than Mr. Easily Distracted, Mr. Oblivious, and Ms. I Don’t Care – realizes that the sound is obviously coming from an external source. “For once, I don’t think this was Andy’s fault.”

	“It’s not my fault! I just flipped a switch.” Andy says.

	“Yeah,” Jason looks down at him with contempt. “And pressed every other button.”

	“Maybe it’s uh…” Kirby snaps her fingers and points to the board enthusiastically. “Like an old pop machine. Yeah, you know where it enters a special mode if you press the buttons in a certain order.”

	Ohblivious, feeling left out of the conversation, sees his way in. “That’d make it Andy’s fault. So… that would mean… it’s… Andy’s fault!”

	Jason stares at Captain Ohblivious and decides he no longer wants to be part of this asinine conversation. He slaps his hand against the wall next to the door. Andy, being 90 percent certain that it wasn’t him, gets up to stand behind Jason.

	After waiting around for a few moments, Jason begins sliding his hand up and down on the wall trying to locate the biometric scanner. “Why are they so hard to find?”

	“For security, Jason. Security,” Andy pipes in from behind him, using his best Cubicles impersonation. 

	“But it’s on the inside!” Jason retorts.

	“Prisoners?” Kirby adds, unhelpfully.

	Jason does not dignify this with a response and continues searching for the hidden hand scanner, cursing under his breath. It only takes a couple seconds before Andy gets bored and decides to climb the central ladder in the forward cabin. 

	The door slides open as Jason successfully stumbles upon the pad. “Finally.”

	As Jason escapes the exasperating escapades, the room is filled with flashing red lights to accompany the scream from the surrounding speakers. He finds Cubicles watching something on his data pad. Libby stands at his side, trying to get a glimpse of the screen over his bulky forearms. 

	Andy flips open the roof hatch and pops his head out. “Hey, Cubicles, what's going on?”

	Cubicles’s gaze flits rapidly back and forth, scanning his data pad. “Andrew, we are... under siege.”

	Kirby meanders out of TOR. “People really hate you, don't they?”

	Cubicles’s eyes trace to Kirby without any humor behind them. “It is unfortunate.” 

	He looks back down at his pad to watch the tree wielding sycophants take their final plunge into the front doors. They break through the barrier, flooding into the corridors of the brand-new facility. 

	Andy leaps to Cubicles’s defense as he ambles down the ladder. “That's kinda drumpf man. I wouldn't say something like that.”

	As Andy exits the vehicle, Jason shoots him a dirty look. “Yes, you would. She just beat you to it.” 

	Andy gives a little nodding shrug as he passes Jason. “You’re not wrong.” Then, without warning, swiftly swipes out, slapping Jason’s rear end and giving it a pinch.

	Jason jumps away. “Hey-Hey! What was that about?”

	Andy gives Jason a goofy grin. “You said we didn’t need a ticket.”

	Libby stares down at the carnage unfolding in Cubicles’s meaty mitts. “When you’re done feeling each other up, can we do something about this?” She circles her finger over the data pad.

	Libby surveys the group to see if someone will take the lead, not comprehending that none of them have any idea what’s going on. 

	It is Captain Ohblivious that jumps into action. “Red means go people! C’mon, it’s an emergency! Big flashy lights and everything!” He bolts from TOR with a leap that leaves the vehicle rocking from side to side. “The Oh Force to save the day!”

	Cubicles’s brow furrows as he remains focused on the people filtering into the building. “You are Team Oh now, not The Oh Force, Rupert. However, he is right. You are the last line of defense for the CUBE.”

	Andy looks down at his shirt and then at Kirby as they rush to the elevator. “He can’t rename us like that, can he?”

	Cubicles is quick to answer his question following close behind, “That is your designation within the CUBE, Andrew.”

	Andy continues his inquiry. “Wouldn’t we be Team One then? Since the other one is Team Two.” 

	 “No, you are Team Oh as in zero,” Cubicles corrects Andy.

	They pile into the elevator. Once everyone is inside, Andy presses the lobby button.

	Andy scrunches his face like a toddler trying to comprehend calculus. “Zero? Who starts counting at zero?”

	Cubicles replies halfheartedly as he swipes through his data pad. “Programmers, Andrew, programmers.”

	Andy tries to grasp why they are not Team One but gets stuck on the statement about programmers. “But why?” He takes notice of the doors as they slowly start to shut. “And why are the doors moving so slowly, I thought they all closed scary fast?” 

	“You can ask me later, Andrew.” Cubicles’s hand shoots out and taps the door close button, causing them to slam shut. “To answer your second question, the doors only close quickly when you press the door close button.”

	Andy opens his mouth to speak again but Cubicles is quick to cut him off. “There is no time for this, Andrew. We must hurry. They have breached the front doors.”

	The Team stands there uncomfortably. Even the stagnant musak seems to be quieter than ever before. 

	As the elevator painfully ascends, Kirby breaks the unsettling tension. “Who’s they?”

	Cubicles turns the tablet so they can see the hooded figures attempting to break into every available door within the main hall. “Them.”

	Andy nudges Kirby, whispering, “The proverbial they.”

	Kirby sighs. “You still don’t know what that means do you?”

	“Nope!”

	[image: Libby and Kewbihkleez looking over the contract while Andy pokes his head out of TOR in the background.]


  [image: Is This Really Ending With Another Fire?]

	The Elevator opens and Team Oh is now clad in black cloaks of their own, except for Captain Ohblivious.

	The Captain looks around at his compatriots trying to figure out when the wardrobe change happened. “Oh, we are going to infilmatrate them in their own stuff. Would’ve been nice for someone to tell me. Ooh! Or is this a flash mob? Am I being flashed? I’ll put one on just in case.” 

	He reaches into the neck of his outfit and pulls out a less than black robe of his own. The team makes their way down the hall and opens the door into the main corridor. Ohblivious considers disrobing before rerobing, thinking better of it after catching eyes with multiple miscreants in the brainwashed bunch. He starts to pull the sullied and faded robe over his head, getting stuck in the process.

	Olivia’s mob looks a lot more organized than before, now standing in neatly packed lines. She has them queued up, with each of her followers trying their hand at opening the doors to the Mental Ailments Department. The Holy Man and his cross are leaning up against one of the observation windows. He has given up struggling, choosing instead to slump against the bindings that hold him tightly to his ironic perch.

	Olivia notices Team Oh entering the corridor and snaps her fingers. They obediently walk up to her. 

	“Bring me John Smith!” Olivia screeches.

	Cubicles looks at her with his ever-passive face, his voice even more monotonous than usual, “Which one, Goddess?”

	Olivia pauses for a brief moment before clarifying, “What do you mean which one? Obviously the one that works here.”

	“There are three John Smiths that work here.” Cubicles flatly responds.

	Olivia pounds on the door to the Mental Ailments Department. “The one that works in here!”

	Captain Ohblivious bumps into Cubicles while flailing his arms around like one of those inflatable waving tube people. It is at this point, he realizes that he has been trying to put the robe on upside down this whole time. 

	Cubicles replies with just a one-word response, “Two.”

	Olivia flips her hair around like she is trying to shake off the anger. “The brunette one.”

	Cubicles gives a tiny nod and, as if stating why didn’t you just say so, “Oh yes, Doctor John Smith.”

	Although The Captain has figured out his initial mistake, he has found ways to make new ones. He turns his robe around after discovering he has put it on backwards and then flips the hood up over his head. 

	Olivia brings her face inches away from Cubicles and points at the door. “Fetch.”

	Ohblivious perks up. “Fetch?! I’m in, it’s like catch but I get a treat for doing all the work! Spurts of Justice!”

	As he transforms the robe falls to the floor, leaving Captain Oh standing in his full glory. And no, that doesn’t mean naked. Oh bolts down the hall with purpose. Slamming through doors that are not supposed to open that way. He rushes through the Mental Ailments Department, and into a back office. Dr. Smith sits at his desk typing up some reports.

	Captain Oh walks over to Dr. Smith’s side of the desk. “I need to borrow you for a second.”

	Dr. Smith looks at Captain Oh quite skeptically as Oh waits for an answer. The Doctor apprehensively opens his mouth. “Uh, OK.” 

	Captain Oh grabs up Dr. Smith, throws him over his shoulder, and hurries out of the office. As they run down the hallway, for a brief second, a young Asian man of an indeterminate age appears from nowhere, as if popping into existence. He stumbles, losing his balance, and leans up against the wall. He watches them pass, completely astonished by the presence of other people. 

	“Wait!” the young man yells out.

	Just as he becomes aware that his entire world has changed, he vanishes once again as the pair run out of sight. 

	Captain Oh slides to a stop in front of Olivia. As he does, she perks up and the hooded figures stir, glancing around in confusion. Olivia nuzzles into Dr. Smith and holds on for dear life. The cult comes out of their stupor and starts to disperse, as Dr. Smith’s nullifying effect takes hold. 

	Libby tries to quickly remove the robe with disgust. “What am I wearing?!”

	“That’s what you’re worried about?” Kirby scoffs, motioning frantically to the meandering mob. “What the heck was all of that?”

	Cubicles rips the robe from his body, happy to see that he still has clothes underneath after his hasty decision.

	Andy pulls the hood back from his head and runs his fingers through his messy rust colored hair. “I think she just defeated herself.”

	Jason fixates on Olivia clinging to Dr. Smith as he carefully pulls the robe over his head, trying not to mess up his hair. “Seems like this is the end goal she was shooting for. So, I think she won? Should we do something about that?” He points at the pair as Olivia pulls her feet off the ground, wrapping her legs around Dr. Smith. “I don’t think it’s consensual.” 

	Captain Oh has been standing heroically, waiting to change back into Captain Ohblivious. He decides to roll with it. “Restrain the prisoner and take her to the holding cells!”

	Mike Foehn fights his way upstream against the droves of people trying to leave the CUBE, his drone floating behind him. Jason moves forward and starts trying to pry Olivia from Dr. Smith. She clutches tighter like a finger trap.

	Captain Oh puts his arm out and effortlessly slides Jason back from the two entangled bodies. “Don't upset her again!”

	Dr. Smith looks quite worried about the implications of this statement, “But?”

	Captain Oh wheels on Dr. Smith, but it doesn’t seem to faze Olivia in the slightest. She is just happy to have her aura of depression suppressed. 

	“Are you questioning my authority? To the holding cells!” Captain Oh calls out. 

	Very uncharacteristically, Cubicles gives a knowing grin and picks up the pair, lugging them toward the elevator. 

	Mike, finally making his way through the throng of people, holds up an unlit torch like a microphone. He gives his drone a thumbs up. 

	“We take you to inside The CUBE for this very special breaking news. Captain Oh, congratulations on another job well done. A few words for the camera?”

	Captain Oh smiles at the drone as Cubicles enters the elevator with his captives in tow. “Sure. I'd like to say that this new facility is going to do wonders for this community. Tonight is just a testament to this fact. Our next phase of cleanup starts with-”

	Captain Oh turns back into Ohblivious as the effects of Dr. Smith cease with the slamming of the elevator doors. “Snacks! I did the thing, now I’m supposed to get a treat.”

	Captain Ohblivious takes the remaining part of the burnt toast out of his shirt and takes an obnoxiously large, loud bite.

	Mike turns to the drone. “Well, I guess they worked up quite the appetite on this one. Back to you, Leslie.”

	In the news studio, Leslie Nielsen III takes the handoff from Mike, “There you have it folks. It looks like The Oh Force...” She touches her ear. “Correction, Team Oh have begun to show the value they can provide to this community. Day one and they have already thwarted a mysterious mob. I, for one, can’t wait to see what they do next. And now back to Mr. Happy's Happy Holiday Hexagon.”

	The camera stays on Leslie for a few seconds. She sits placidly before her eyebrows knit. 

	Leslie impatiently throws her hands up. “That's all, I'm done. Punt it over to him.”

	[image: Ohblivious preparing to peel the duct tape off of The Holy Man's mouth.]

	
	[image: Mr. Happy's Happy Holiday Hexagon]

	Mr. Happy stands in front of a ridiculously oversized hexagon with little slivers in all sorts of colors, each titled with a different name of a holiday. Mr. Happy is a spectacle in and of himself. To describe him, he would best be summed up as a Muppet that wished to be a real boy. His purple suit, lavender tie, and matching pocket square accentuate his look. 

	He exclaims in a high-pitched, squeaky voice that is fitting of his ridiculous mascotesque appearance, “All right folks, are you ready to find out what holiday we'll be celebratin' this next month?”

	Mr. Happy grabs the hexagon and spins it with all his might. It spins rapidly in a vertigo inducing whirl, the pointer bobbing in and out to accommodate for the non-circular shape. It spins and spins for an abnormally long period of time, as if the channel is just trying to fill space in its nighttime schedule. 

	Mr. Happy watches very excitedly, dancing about into different poses as time lapses. He does not say a word just gesturing to the hypnotic, ever spinning shape. With each pose the ticking slows. The Hexagon finally comes to a stop on Heritage Day.

	Mr. Happy throws his hands out with the flourish of a tap dancer at the end of their performance. “And there it is, Heritage Day! Don't forget the Barbeque! Mm. My favorite part of Heritage Day. See you there, folks.”

	[image: Mr. Happy standing in front of the spinning hexagon.]

	 


[image: You're Still Here?]

	Íre Tator has moved very little from his spot on the bench inside Team Oh’s headquarters and appears close to sleep, if not already there. His position looks incredibly uncomfortable. His chin pins down against his chest with his body slumping against the wall like a sack of potatoes. The door whisks open and Cubicles steps into the headquarters holding a cup of tea. Íre perks up and snaps to attention as quickly as possible. He tries to pretend that he was not sleeping to pass the time, wiping some drool from his chin.

	Íre kicks his dangling feet as he sleepily asks. “Is it time for my interview now?”

	Cubicles cringes a bit at the sound of his voice and then takes a sip from the steaming mug in his hand. He pauses and looks at Íre Tator with an excited expression, or at least as excited as Cubicles can outwardly project. “No!”

	Íre stops kicking his feet and hangs his head. “Aww.”

	“Oh yeah,” Cubicles strokes his chin. “That is what I came in here for.” 

	He shuts off the lights before he exits. The pocket door swiftly slides shut, leaving Íre alone in the dark. 

	Íre mutters to himself as his tummy grumbles. “He may not know how to express sarcasm correctly, but he can be cruel.” 

	[image: Eerie Tator making himself a sandwich inside the Oh Force Headquarters]

	
	[image: A stage with the banner explaining Captain Oh's Advice of the Day!]

	Captain Ohblivious walks on to the stage, not looking as happy with himself as he usually is. He mopes to the podium passing a stool off to the right. He looks out as if staring down a camera. 

	“Discipline is important, and this is going to hurt me more than it hurts you.”

	He walks over to the stool in the corner of the stage and sits down with his back facing the non-existent audience. He places a dunce cap on his head as if from nowhere. His face is uncomfortably close to the matte white wall. 

	“Now, I'm going to sit here until I learn my lesson.” Under his breath he mutters to himself unintelligibly. “This will teach me not to speak before I think. Or at least think about thinking before I speak.”

  [image: Captain Ohblivious, sitting on the stage, facing the wall, wearing a dunce cap.]
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