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Silence. There was an eerie silence resting on the battle field like a thick fog. The building was crumpled to a mountain of rubble. No sign of life. Onlookers stood just behind the police tape and hurriedly set up metal fences, looking on with baited breath. Everyone was silent.
Rumble.
There was a faint sound, rough chunks of cement rolling down. There was a unsion of gasps and murmurs, people trying desperately to see past one another, cameras ready. The mountain that was once a building began to rise slowly, as if taking a deep breath. Within the blink of an eye rubble shot in all directions. Large rocks slammed into nearby structures, crashing through the towering buildings causing glass to shatter. Each camera turned to the top of the building’s remains, focusing on a figure hunched over. Long black hair cascaded down their back creating a spiked sillouete. She then stood, wobbling slightly on heeled boots and remaining still, just for a moment.
“You truly thought that was all it would take to bring me down?”
She threw her head back in a harsh jerking motion, letting out a hideous crackling laughter. “BWAHAHAHA!! WHERES YOUR PRECIOUS HERO NOW!?”
There stood the most feared villain of all, DeVoid.
Lenses focused on her wicked smile, her upper lip baked in black makeup curled to an extreme. Her left eye left uncovered by hair held a dark void, looking empty of any light as it met the gaze of a little girl. She couldnt be any older than twelve, watching the scene with fearful yet curious eyes. Until she felt herself begin to grow light, her feet drifting up from the road.
She yelped in panic as she felt DeVoid’s gravity pulling her from the crowed. The people around her only watched, lifting their cameras in hopes to capture the scene. The girl grasped tightly to the railing, making a screeching sound as it dragged along against the ground. “Help me!! Please!” She sobbed with tears streaming down her cheeks. Her hands began to loosen and the moment she let go she flew 60ft out until she slammed against DeVoid.
“Aww how pathetic…” She jested with a gravilly chuckle, her arm holding the girl tight. Her long sharp nails dug into her side causing the girl to cry louder. “No stranger- no… not even a mother tried to save you. Tsk tsk… Well, perhaps your idol will come with something little convincing of care, hm?”
The child shreiked and squirmed, the sound a disturbing cry of pain. The camera of onlookers focused on the blood soaking her dress, caused by the Villains cruel grasp. All Devoid did was laugh and tighten her grip.
“Go on then… call for your precious hero.”
She ony sobbed, wailing as her nails dug deeper.
“Call her!” She demanded
“Star…”
“Oh come now, we both know thats not enough is it?” She tutted softly.
“Louder.”
“Star! STAR!!”
Her grip finally lessened, gaze lifting to meet the figure beyond the dust the had settled. She smirked and tugged the girl too stand infront of her, gripping the victims face to face forward. “Welcome back, Hero. Thought id give one of your precious fans a front row view to your… pitiful downfall.”
“DeVoid.”
Cameras turned, pointing at a woman wearing a sparkled flowing pink dress, stained in blood. As she walked out from the shadows her gloced hand came up to wipe some blood from a wound on her cheek. There was a subtle glimmer and the damage was gone leaving her warm skin clear as if there was never any damage, not even a bruise, despite the battle she had with Devoid.
Star stood strong and looked up the rubble at DeVoid and the hostage she took. Her expression did not falter, never showed any panic, only firm concentration.
“Release her. If am the one you wish to fight then so be it.”
Devoid grimaced, her ghostly pale skin stretching to compensate the expression. “Oh! Oh how I just love it when you get so serious.” She spat with a bitter undertone. “I wish to see how you plan to stop me while keeping her safe. So go ahead, just try and stop me!”
“We both are aware that it is above you to hold a hostage soley to keep an advantage. It only reveals that you are beginning to panic. Perhaps even beginning to think that… you’re too weak to beat me on your own.”
“…weak?”
DeVoid’s jaw clenched, her body stiff. Nothing aggitated her more than a challenge of her power, let alone in that calm yet almost aggitatingly perky tone. Her hands tightened painfully around the girls arms. At the same time various phones of the citizens crushing in unison across the front row. Cameras shattering as she felt a moment of humiliation leaving only a few along with some high quality ones carried by news reporters. She snapped, shoving away the little girl, letting her tumble down the rubble. She sobbed as she hit the floor, but rose to her feet quickly to sprint towards safety.
DeVoid began to laugh, a maniac wicked laugh. “I am NOT weak! I alone am the one who can stand against you- I… I am the only one who can face you!” She screamed, her hands curling into fists as her face contorting in a snarl. “Absolutely NO ONE can match my… our- OUR power!! And soon… I will prove I am so much better than you.”
She launched forward, her speed boosted as gravity bent to her whims. There was a flash as she clashed against the Star, a warm glow exerting from where she stoped her claw.
Star gritted her teeth and began to push back, her arm trembling for only a moment before she strengthened her stance. “Only the weak will ever feel the need to prove their power. This is why I know… I won’t be defeated!”
DeVoid was lurched back, the glowing shape of a star crashing her back into the rubble with a boom. The crowd gasped and began murmuring, remaining cameras focusing.
Star acended off the ground and extended her arm, palm glimmering in the light.
“I shall not allow evil to continue on in this world, if it’s the last thing I do. I will portect everyone!”
With this command she shot a beam of light down. Devoid emerged, looking up with a sneer. “You will never defeat me for I-!” She began to scream in agony and then there was silence as glitter faded away into silence.
The crowed then erupted in cheers, praising their glorious hero. Cameras flashed catching Stars perfect smile as she lowered, beginning to greet and interact with her fans. The sounds of joy slowly faded into the backround as DeVoid slowly dragged her body against the rough cement, hidden behind the rubble just out of cameras view. As she got further into a dark corner she walked up to a nearby building, pressing against a solid wall.
After a few seconds it broke apart, opening up to a dimly lit hallway lined with cold tiled floors. The door closed behind her as she shuffled along. She reached up to her shoulder, carefully peeling back her long latex gloved to reveal her hands, soft with black chipped nail polish in exxhange for claws. She stopped infront of a door, taking a deep breath before grasping the handle and pushing it open.

I opened the door and was greeted by familiar faces in the dim room. I glanced at the several screens on the walls, all showing different angles of the battlefield. I could see Star still talking to the paparazzi. Some coworkers were typing at computers, others organizing makeup as usual. “Shiro! You did great out there.”
Haru smiled at me, friendly as ever. He walked over with some wipes and began swiping at my face removing the sticky makeup before I could even respond. Then woman came over, Emily, looking more concerned as she inspected the bloody wound on my shoulder.
“Hmm… I should’ve used a stronger latex, you’re starting to peel with all this sweat.” She remarked, voice sharp but not harsh. However when she ripped away at the false skin it sure did feel like I was being targeted.
“Ah! Sorry- probably rubbed on it too much too.” My voice coming off hoarse as my eyes grew wet. I rubbed my shoulder, a patchy place of my flush skin that now burned. “But maybe… we should just stick with this glue. And not um… get a stronger one. I’ll just be more careful.”
She rolled her eyes and set aside the latex wound, turning her attention to yet another false wound. “Oh hush, you do enough in those stunts. Least we can do is keep you together.”
I press my lips together and scrunch my nose as I brace for another rip.
“Shiro! Stop scrunching or i’ll never get all this makeup off.”
I relax and open my eyes looking at Haru. My eyes flutter as he plucks off my long heavy eyelash. “O-Oh my bad-”
“OUCH!!”
I yelp as I feel the hairs being ripped off my skin, though it might aswell just be my skin itself. I look down as my leg, blinking back tears. I glance around embarrassed as I notice everyone looking at me. “Sorry.”
Emily just smiled up at me through her round glasses. Only to then lift her hand and pat the raw skin of my calf before walking off as if she didn’t just bring me the worst pain. I sigh and close my eyes turning my focus to the cool wipe as it lifted the suffocating layers.
“Thank you, Haru… and Emily.”
I open my eyes and catch a glimpse of the mirror. No longer did I look that sickly pale, my face relaxed rather than a grimace. It looked strange, I was still wearing DeVoid’s costume and yet there was my face. But that’s all it was, a costume. Just a costume.
I glanced around at everyone, again busy at work. Some were murmuring about how the building’s collapse could have appeared cleaner, the costume techs admiring Star through the camera. My phone then buzzed from my station, stealing my attention.
I dragged my feet over to my own corner of the dimly lit room, plucking my phone from the surface. Your ride is ready out north. Grey sedan.
I sigh and shuffle around the extra clothing pieces shoved into my space. I struggled in the dark differentiating my clothes from other costume pieces. It was probably the darkest corner of the room, the blue light set against the nearby wall and lighting up the rest of the space. I’d insist it was intentional with how often it happens but it wasn’t worth bringing it up.
I set down my long latex gloves, took away the chains on my ribs and sharp pointed skirt. I was always glad to see me underneath again. Looking into the mirror without all the costume pieces was a nice reminder that I was-
“Shiro!!”
My head whipped around to see Aisha coming with a big smile. Shoot! I awkwardly held my clothes infront of myself. I could feel my face heating up and turning a blotchy pink.
We both just stared at eachother, her in that bright pink costume and me- in my undergarments.
“I’m- hph… just- just gonna…”
“Yeah! Go ahead.”
I turned around and put on my clothes quickly, some ripped jeans, a worn down band shirt, and of course my hoodie.
I don’t even know why I was embarrassed, we always change in here, all actors do. But it was embarrassing to be greeted like that. I hope she didn’t think I was weird. Or maybe I made it weird. Why am I still thinking about it? Is she still thinking- no no I can’t look over at her. Just get dressed-like a normal person.
I slowly released my breath and shoved my hands in my pockets before turning back to Aisha. She had already moved on, smiling and interacting with all the tech.
Everyone was happily greeting Star, praising her. It was all smiles as everyone helped her get out of makeup and costume. I could almost even swear that Emily was more gentle removing the latex. I mean she didn’t even flinch.
“Aesh-ha…”
Damn. I wheezed and grabbed my neck, a crackly noise coming from my chest. My voice left me and all that was left was sticky mucus and a soreness. It finally gave out again.
“Aisha.”
I say again, my voice was a strained wheeze with a slight crackle. I was at least understandable this time but not quite loud enough.
I walked up and reached out grasping her shoulder.
“Aisha. I’m gonna leave but- um. You… you busy later? I ordered- Hugh! -I ordered the new volume of the winter she died. We could read it together.”
“Hm? Oh… sorry dear, I have an interview tonight. But this weekend! I should be free but I have to Robert.”
Robert. Right. Her manger. Well he was technically supposed to be our manager but I can’t even remember the last time he helped me. Aisha turned around, smiling warmly at me. Her mask of makeup had been mostly wiped away, face no longer bloody. Yet she still had the smile of a hero.
“Oh- Hng… -HACK! Sorry- Uh… yeah I get it.” I wheezed and gave an awkward smile and thumbs up. “Big- gnh… hero and all. Well just let me know when you are available. You know i’m free… whenever.”
“Of course! Until next time, Shiro.”
I turned away, my hand covering my mouth as if it could hide the rasp. I strided towards the door, snatching my water bottle on the way out. As I made my way down the hall I alternated between dry heaves and gulps of water. My throat felt dry yet so sticky, every time I tried to swallow my own saliva it felt like a burning lump. The water stung in contrast to the rawness but of my throat but at least it was cooling.
By the time I stepped back outside, hood over my head and gaze down, I was breathing heavily. Fuck, even air seemed to burn. I glanced around and spotted the grey car. I nearly pranced over, nearly slamming the door as I slid into the back seat.
The drive home was silent as it was every time before.
