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The Fall of 1-A
by LiterallyCantChooseJustOneFandom

Summary

Tenya always sung the praises of his brother and his heroics, but would never admit to feeling
inferior.
It wasn’t that Tensei was better -- which he was -- it was that he could never hope to achieve
what his older brother has. He knew this. Tensei was one spot away from being in the top 15,
was in the top twenty, and showed no signs of stopping until he was at least top 5. Everyone
loved Tensei and his heroism, and while they were on the sidelines, they ignored the younger
Iida.
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Iida Tenya

Tenya always sung the praises of his brother and his heroics, but would never admit to feeling
inferior.

It wasn’t that Tensei was better -- which he was -- it was that he could never hope to achieve
what his older brother has. He knew this. Tensei was one spot away from being in the top 15,
was in the top twenty, and showed no signs of stopping until he was at least top 5. Everyone
loved Tensei and his heroism, and while they were on the sidelines, they ignored the younger
Iida.

Even their parents, which was why he was closer with Tensei than them. When Tensei had
moved out, their parents seemed to have forgotten that they had a second son for weeks on
end. It wasn’t so hard when they lived in a mansion which they left on business trips more
often than they actually lived in their house. So as Tenya grew, he relied on himself, and
himself only. Well, maybe not only himself.

There was always Stendhal. The first time he met Stendhal, his Sensei had come looking for
something and hadn’t realized that the Iida family would leave their six-year-old home while
they were gone for a month and a half. Sensei had offered to take him with him, and had even
expressed more concern when Tenya told him that he was used to being left alone. Tenya had
convinced him that staying at the mansion would be better, so Stendal had taken it upon
himself to stay that month and a half to help teach Tenya how to make something other than
defrosted chicken nuggets and how to wash his clothes and how to hold a knife if someone
ever comes after him and even what to do with the growing pile of bills in the mailbox. In
turn, Tenya gave him a copy of the key to the back entrance, and the password to his parents’
computers, and showed Stendhal where the copy-room was so that no-one knew he stole the
papers he had come here for.

When it was time for Stendhal to leave, he had given Tenya his number for when his parents
left him again, and told him that if anyone saw them together, to call him “Stain”. Tenya
didn’t know why he wanted that, but he wouldn’t mind. It was like Tensei being called
“Ingenium” whenever he had the armour on. He would also call.

And call he did. By the time he was ten, his parents had started taking trips so long that he
could comfortably say that he spent more time with Sensei than the people masquerading as
proud parents. Stendhal had come to more of his debate team matches than his parents. Some
of the kids thought Stendhal was his father! He was quickly able to convince them that he
was actually his uncle, on the non-Iida side. Still, Stendhal felt more like family than his
parents.



But Tensei was always a wild-card. He felt like family still, and would sometimes take time
off of his hero duties in order to spend time with Tenya. As much as Tenya appreciated it, and
acted like it was the greatest gift he could ask for, he was sort of annoyed by it. He would
always have to hide Stendhal quickly and he just wanted Tensei to go back to his adoring
masses so he could get back to training with Sensei.

It was at age 12 when Tenya realized that he really was better than the rest of the Iida family,
just like Sensei said. He realized they were all fake heroes, just like Sensei said, who were
just after the glory or the sidekicks or the money. Or all of the above. When he had told
Stendhal what he planned to do about it, he supported him, like he always does. It was more
training, a better education than the Iida family would bother to provide, and was an in for
Stendhal. It was telling his supposed family that was going to be interesting.

The day after his mother and father arrived back from a two month trip and a week before
they were about to leave for another, they all had dinner together, Tensei included. As per
usual, Tensei was the light of their eye, hearing his stories of monetized heroism. It was when
Tensei paused to take a sip of his soba that Tenya spoke up.

“I want to take the entrance exam for UA.” Tenya said, the first thing he’s said to his parents
in months.

His father nearly choked on his food, but his mother was able to keep her composure. “Tenya,
baby, I thought you wanted to go to the same school as the rest of your debate team.”

Tenya was barely able to keep himself from gritting his teeth. “I haven’t been on the debate
team for two years, mom.”

By this time, his father had forced his soba down. “Well, you’ll have to train, son, and I don’t
think you’re ready for that kind of --”

“Just because you’re not around to see it, doesn’t mean it isn’t happening.” Tenya interrupted,
taking a sip of his orange juice. “If you were around, you would see that I’ve been training
and studying for years, and you haven’t seen it.” He turned towards Tensei, who had a clear
look of shock on his face. “We’re sparring after dinner.” He notified his older brother, not
leaving any room for argument. He raised from his seat with his empty plate and glass and
put it in the dishwasher, not looking back at his family’s shocked faces. Tenya went up to his
room to change into his training clothes -- the clothes that Stendhal had gotten him on his
birthday, on just another day his parents spent out in the world without him.

He then ran to the training grounds to warm up, going through the motions that Stendhal had



taught him, excluding the blade exercises. It felt like forever until the other members of the
Iida family arrived. Tensei walked into position in his own training-wear on the other side of
the field while their parents, of course, seated themselves on Tensei’s side of the ring.

“You know, Tenya, you don’t have to do this just to prove you’ve trained. I know you’ve
trained, and I know you have the potential to get into UA with flying colors.” Tensei said
diplomatically, an awkward but somehow still proud smile gracing his face.

Tenya’s frown deepened, knowing that Tensei was trying to get him to back out. “This
doesn’t have everything to do with that. There are other things that I’m going to prove by
beating you.”

Tensei looked shocked only for a moment until he looked quite serious. “Tenya, I’ve been a
hero for years now. Like I said, I know you’ve been training, but if I were you I wouldn’t get
it in my head that I’m going to win.”

Instead of responding, Tenya activated the countdown to the start of the match, large red
numbers on the clock behind their parents moving way too slow. When the start of the match
sounded, the Iida brothers launched at each other, engines roaring. Tensei went to punch
Tenya, to end it quickly, but if Tenya went down because of a simple punch, he would have
disappointed himself and Stain-sensei. He wrapped his arms around Tensei’s arm and lifted
his legs, throwing them around the back of Tensei’s head and pulling his legs back, pulling
the older down and to the ground. While Tensei landed face-first, Tenya landed on hi feet and
turned back to his brother as he got up, a knee on the ground. Tenya ran and launched himself
on Tensei’s leg, kneeing his brother in the throat. They landed, Tensei splayed on his back
with Tenya’s leg on his throat. At first, Tenya thought of letting Tensei go, but decided to
show off what Stendhal taught him. He unleashed his engines, creating way more pressure on
Tensei’s neck than what he might consider safe. Tenya couldn’t hear anything but the rushing
of blood behind his ears before he heard Tensei roar his name.

Tenya stopped and got up, watching Tensei get up from his position on the floor, rubbing his
neck. Their gazes met each other and held before Tenya turned away. “Looks like I was right,
brother.” He walked away from them all, just wanting to take a bath. When he went into the
bathroom, however, he heard his cell-phone ring.

He answered. “Hello?”

“I have a bit of an offer for you, my Speedster.” Stendhal’s voice entered his ear, calming his
tense muscles. “I think, when your parents go away again, that you should start following me
on the field. I’ve told you how I eliminate fake heroes, but I think you should see it, get used
to it.”



Tenya paused, but answered all the same. “Alright.” Then he sighed. “I beat Tensei.”

He heard Stendhal start. “What?”

“I lost my patience, and I challenged him to a fight. Sensei, I beat him.” Tenya replied,
smiling even though he knew his Sensei couldn’t see him.

Stain chuckled on his side of the line, looking at Tensei’s place on his list, knowing it would
be another two years until he got to Tensei. Another two years to train Tenya to go after him,
though apparently that wouldn’t be needed. “Very good, Speedster. You’re progressing very
well. Maybe instead of just having you follow me, I’ll have you help me in my important
work.”

“Really?” He heard the kid get excited.

“Really. Now go on and do whatever it is you were doing before someone overhears you, my
dear student.” With that, Stain hung up and broke out into a wide smile, eyes running over the
images on his wall of heroes, all of whom deserved to die.



Bakugou Katsuki & Midoriya Izuku

Chapter Summary

It was at eight in age that Bakugou realized that Deku needed help. There had been
bunches of fights between the two at this point, and of course Katsuki would notice
something. For one, Deku was the only other person in the class with a brain.

It was at eight in age that Bakugou realized that Deku needed help. There had been bunches
of fights between the two at this point, and of course Katsuki would notice something. For
one, Deku was the only other person in the class with a brain. When Bakugou stole his books,
of course he read them. They had diagrams and notes. If Deku had a quirk, he might be smart
enough to use it to defeat everyone if he wanted. And he believed in honesty, which Bakugou
appreciated. So yeah, he turned around, stopped picking on Deku, and started protecting him.

The consequences sucked though. People stopped having a good expectation of him. Called
him a villain. Treating him as such. Beating him just much as they beat Deku. The only
difference was that Bakugou fought back. Even got in trouble for doing so.

Then the sludge villain attacked. The heroes stood back. They watched as Bakugou fought
for his life, as Midoriya fought to save Katsuki. Then, somehow All for One showed up,
ended the villain, and took them somewhere. They still aren’t exactly sure where exactly, but
he explained everything to them.

“I’m glad I was able to get to you in time, boys.” All for One had said, letting them stand
within the warehouse he brought them to. As usual, Bakugou stood between Deku and the
danger, using his body as a shield for the smaller boy. “Oh now, don’t worry. I’m not here to
hurt you. I protected you from the other villain. Don’t I get credit for that?”

Bakugou just backed up a bit more. “Do you want a fucking medal? What the fuck do you
want?”

All for One seemed happily surprised at Bakugou’s courage in standing up to him, but began
to approach the two. Katsuki’s hands began to spark as the villain approached. Instead of
fighting, however, the blonde felt Izuku’s hand on his arm. Katsuki looked back to see his
friend smiling at him, disarming the larger for just a moment before he tensed again.



“I’m the one who called him, Kacchan.” Izuku told him before turning to the the tower of a
man before them. “I’m sorry, Sensei, about his behavior. I haven’t told him anything
concerning you, so all he knows is what the heroes say.”

“What the fuck is going on, Deku?” Bakugou asked, confusion littering his face. “You
fucking called him?”

All for One was closer to them now, easily within reach if Katsuki wanted to make him burst
into flames. “I gave him a quirk. Well, two -- telekinesis and telepathy -- about a week ago.
He’s been training with me in that time while keeping up his scholastic endeavors.”

Katsuki tried to take the information in, tried to bring himself to terms with the fact that the
boy he had dedicated himself to protecting had allied himself with the worst villain
throughout history. A killer and … and a leader. This guy leads his villains into battle every
time people saw him. He didn’t back down from protecting his men. He didn’t care about
publicity or approval ratings. He just went in without being a goddamn coward. “Just --
explain what’s happening.”

“Thank you, Kacchan.” Deku smiled before his expression faded into a more serious
expression. “I’ve been training to be a villain. And I’ve joined All for One in the League of
Villains.”

“I thought you wanted to be a hero.” Bakugou replied, ignoring whatever movement the
villain in their presence was making.

“I wanted to be your hero.” Deku had a pained expression. “For years now, you’ve protected
me, and have gotten hurt protecting me, and in trouble protecting me, and I wanted to pay
that back. I wanted to save you from everyone who was trying to get at me.”

“If I may interject, I believe I can show him what you mean.” All for One addressed
Midoriya, not paying attention to the confliction in Bakugou’s eyes.

“Sure.” With Deku’s permission, All for One lowered himself to one knee before Katsuki,
putting one of his hands on blonde hair. Suddenly, energy entered Katsuki, placing memories
and power into him, making him collapse under the weight of it all.
“What the fuck was that?!” Katsuki yelled at All for One.

“You saw it all, right?” Deku went to help him up. “The memories?”



They got up, Katsuki avoiding Deku’s glance. “Yeah. But what was that other feeling?”

“I expanded your powers, young Bakugou. You’ve so much potential and I would love to see
you reach it.”

Katsuki met All for One’s eyes, and smirked. “You didn’t have to do all that. I would’ve gone
with Deku either way.”

“Good to hear. But unfortunately, that’s not where I need you.” At Katsuki’s scowl, All for
One considered his next words carefully. “You wanted to go to UA High, didn’t you?”

“You want me to go undercover while Deku stays with you.” Katsuki got to the point.

“Yes.” All for One confirmed, not noticing Bakugou’s building concern. But Deku did.

“Kacchan, your powers are likely more or less the same. But I don’t know how to use my
new quirk. We can fake my death here and you can go home as a survivor, go to your dream
school and get information that can protect the League -- and by extension me -- from
destruction. And afterwards, you can come home to me. Isn’t that better than anything?”

Katsuki glared at the ground contemplating his options. “Fine. I’ll do it.”



Chapter 3

Chapter Notes

So it's been a while...

Uraraka didn’t like being called a villain. But she guessed that’s sort of what happened when
you go town to town using your quirk to rob people and banks and rich people’s giant-ass
houses.

It wasn’t her fault though! It really wasn’t!

Her parents were in the construction business, but thanks to the constant destruction and
reconstruction of buildings damaged in hero/villain fights, the business was tanking. So of
course, here she was, in the middle of Saitama Regional Bank with a knife and like five
people floating towards the ceiling and already the beginnings of a headache.

It wouldn’t take long for the cops or a hero to show up, so she knew she had to be quick
about it. And she forgot her big knife, so she would have less reach by like, five inches. It
doesn’t seem like much, but that much extra blade is pretty dangerous. She should know,
from her last fight with a hero. Gunhead? Was that his name? Either way, he hadn’t wanted to
shoot a child, so of course he went to knives. She still had the scar!

Of course, when you’re as good as Uraraka, it’s generally easy to get people to empty their
purses, so even if the bank doesn’t give her anything, the patrons will. She went around the
room, collecting phones and wallets and rings and watches, until she noticed one man hadn’t
handed over anything. She turned to the man -- who was actually rather large -- and scowled
at him. He had a well-fitted suit and a golden watch. He definitely had the stuff to hand over.

“Your watch, dickbag.” She demanded, knife pointing to the gentleman. “Let’s not make this
messy.”

“Let’s.” the man replied simply, rushing towards Uraraka, all of his weight seemingly put into
lunging towards her. She tried to back up, but was already caught by the man. Suddenly,
black covered her vision and she was suddenly in a warehouse. She and the man, as well as a
few others were there, seemingly just waiting in the dark.



“What the fu--”

“You are trying to support your family.” The man stated simply, before his face seemed to
morph, eyes disappearing.

“You’re All for One.” Uraraka stated.

The villain huffed. “And you’re poor. You rob banks to support your family’s failing
business. How noble.”

Uraraka couldn’t help but scowl at All for One again. “What, am I on your turf?”

“I care not for turf. If you pledge your talents to my organization, I can give your parents all
the money they could ever hope for.”

Needless to say, Ochako was stunned at the offer. “How would you get all that money?”

“Where do you think?”

“And what exactly would you want me to do?” Uraraka couldn’t believe she was even
considering this. But here she was, standing in front of the biggest big-bad on the planet.
“I’m not exactly big on killing people.”

“Of course not.” Was that disappointment in his voice? “We may ask you to break and enter,
or perhaps train with some of our other recruits.”

She couldn’t help but ask, “And are any of these people here your recruits?”

“Yes, they are.” Something about her was fearless, All for One could tell. She allowed her
curiosity to overcome whatever fear she had, which was fearless enough when facing him, he
supposed. “Midoriya? Would you come here for a second?”

At the call, a young boy, maybe Uraraka’s age, had bounded up with a huge smile on his face.
That most definitely was not the look of a villain. “Yes, Sensei?”



All for One seemed to smile, if it were possible, “I would like you to show Ochako around,
introduce her to everyone.”

“I didn’t say yes.” Uraraka glared at the taller man.

He humphed a response. “You won’t have asked so many questions if you weren’t
interested.”

Uraraka smirked. “Fair enough.”
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