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Inoculate
by serenawitchwriter

Summary

Midoriya Izuku has a powerful nullification quirk. He can inoculate himself to any emitter-
type quirk. The problem? It’s blood based.

Meaning his father isn’t Midoriya Hisashi. His father is a vigilante his mother met in her
wilder days:

Chizome Akaguro (The Hero Killer: Stain).

http://archiveofourown.org/users/serenawitchwriter/pseuds/serenawitchwriter


Prologue: First Blood

“Mom! Mom! Mom!” Izuku said, jumping around on his tiny feet. “I got my quirk! I got my
quirk!”

 

“Is that right, Izuku?” his mom asked, sounding confused. The doctor had told them he was
quirkless. They had the foot x-ray to prove it.

 

Izuku nodded and opened his mouth wide to show her his tiny fangs. “Kacchan fell in the
river and cut his hand and I went to help him and he was bleeding so I licked his hand and
my quirk showed up and he tried to blast me in the face but it didn’t work at all. It didn’t even
hurt and he got really mad, but I think it means that I’m able to stop other people’s quirks if I
drink their blood! Isn’t that cool, Mom? I know it doesn’t match you and Dad’s quirk, but it’s
still super cool and useful for hero work. I wonder if I could become a hero like Blood King,
but I can’t control blood like he can. I wonder if there are other heroes like me. What do you
think, Mom?”

 

His mother had gone very pale, and she was staring at him with horror and worry. When
Izuku looked up at her with big, hopeful eyes, she coughed and awkwardly said, “I don’t
know, honey, we should look some up. You go start up the computer. I have to call someone
real quick, okay?”

 

Izuku, ever the observant child, gave her a keen look but dropped the subject to do as she
said. The moment he was out of sight she leaned her weight into the counter to stay upright
and placed her hand over her chest. Oh, this was bad. This was very bad.

 

She would need to call Hisashi. To let him know of this development. And she would need to
call him…

 

It’d been years. She didn’t know if the number she had was up to date, though Hisashi might
be more in the loop. Even if he was in a different country, he was still running in their old
circles. Either way, she couldn’t keep it from him . He had the right to know, and maybe…
just maybe, if he were still in Japan, he could be a real father to Izuku…

 



Oh god, this was a terrible idea.

 

“Mantis,” the man said, eyes shooting around the room, marking the escape routes. They
were in a quiet bar at the edge of town. The lighting was dim and tired. Classic rock played
on the jukebox in the corner. The place was clean and lowkey, but the patrons were seedy,
keeping their eyes down, the few who talked kept their voices low.

 

Then he looked over the woman. She had weapons, of course, but she wasn't overly armed.
She’d also gained weight, looking softer and sweeter than she had before. It was no wonder,
really, because beside her was obviously her first child. He had green curls and was face-
down on the table sleeping. It was probably way past his bedtime, which made him wonder
why she brought him in the first place. He was especially vulnerable, all things considered.

 

“Stendhal,” the woman said. There was a nervous energy around her. He supposed some
things never changed. “It’s been a while.”

 

Stendhal slid smoothly into the seat across from her. “Let’s not waste time on pleasantries,
Mantis. There’s a reason you called me here. What is it?”

 

Mantis’s mouth thinned into a line, and her eyes took on a harder glint. “Do you remember
five years ago when we went undercover to take down Hela’s Wolves?”

 

Stendhal’s eyes narrowed dangerously behind his mask. “Don’t tell me they’re back.” He
hissed.

 

Mantis shook her head, her dark hair falling in waves around her shoulder. Her domino mask
was simple, and it didn’t hide how beautiful she was. “No.” She clarified. “Do you remember
what we did while undercover?”

 

Stendhal frowned. They had done a lot of things when undercover. She needed to be more
specific. His eyes shot to the five-year-old beside her, and it clicked.

 



“You can’t be serious.” He said. It was rare that he was actually shocked, but this was one of
those moments. “We used protection!”

 

“Apparently it wasn’t enough,” Mantis said cooly.

 

“But Salamander--” Stendhal shook his head. She was supposed to be with Salamander.
They’d been together for as long as Stendhal had known them. They were a dangerous team
at the best of times, with morals and convictions to match their skill.

 

“We thought he was his,” Mantis said, looking slightly guilty, “but my son’s quirk manifested
recently. And it’s blood-based. We can get a DNA test if we must, but you and I both know
why that isn’t a wise idea.”

 

Stendhal just stared at her, taking in this new reality. “I have a son?”

 

Mantis nodded.

 

Stendhal continued to stare at her, his expression hidden by his mask. “This boy is my son?”

 

Again Mantis nodded and Stenhal put his hand over his chest. He had a son. He had a
progeny. Somehow through fate or providence he had a child now, with the vigilante Mantis
of all people. This wasn’t part of the plan. This was so far from the plan that Stendhal didn’t
know what to do with this information.

 

He would take responsibility, of course. Who was he to go against destiny? But still, he
wasn’t prepared for this. He didn’t know what it meant to be a father. He could not give up on
his work, his mission to make the world a better place. But he couldn’t abandon this child,
either. Perhaps he could be shaped... molded into a successor. Perhaps that was fate’s will!
But it was a dangerous decision.

 

“Sweetie, wake up,” Mantis said, shaking the child. The green-haired boy woke slowly and
yawned tiredly. He, too, wore a domino mask, looking entirely too young for there to be



much point in concealing his identity. It didn’t matter, however. This was a dangerous place,
and Mantis would take whatever precautions necessary to protect the child. Five years were a
long time to be retired in the underground, but people still remembered the kind of bloodshed
Mantis could cause, and they weren’t eager to cross her.

 

Stendhal took note of the small fangs in the boy’s mouth. Those weren’t his, but he supposed
a mutation of his quirk. Fascinating.

 

“Sweetie,” Mantis said, entirely too doting. “Remember the man I told you about?” The boy
frowned, looking over the man and pulling into himself shyly. “This is him. This is
Stendhal.”

 

The boy had green eyes like Mantis, and they were equally calculating, which was surprising
on someone so young. “Hello,” he said softly.

 

Stendhal stared at the boy, almost hungrily, taking note of everything. He was obviously
untrained, but that was to be expected of one so young. He took after his mother, everything
from coloring to face shape. But he had freckles. Stendhal had grown out of those, having let
them go pale from working so many night shifts, but he used to have them, so that was
something in common. They had similar eyebrows, he supposed, and he probably got his
curly hair from Stendhal’s mother. They had similar hands, the child’s looking
disproportionately big in a way that implied an awkward growing period in the future.
Stendhal remembered how awkward he’d been in his teenage years. He would not envy the
child when he got there.

 

Really, there wasn’t much of him in the boy as far as appearances went. But Stendhal
couldn’t see what angle Mantis could possibly have lying to him. He nodded to the boy.

 

“Stenhal, give me your hand.” Mantis ordered. He should have known she’d become a
mother eventually. She had the mom voice down. Stenhal’s eyes narrowed at the woman, but
he gave her his hand cautiously. He knew she was the kind of woman you were better off not
trying to fight on minor things. She had ways of getting her way.

 

Mantis pricked his finger with one of her needles.

 



Faster than even Stendhal could follow, he found his finger suddenly in the child’s mouth.

 

Stendhal flinched back and glared at the boy.

 

He flushed and looked properly guilty. “S-sorry,” he said softly. “Instinct...”

 

Stendhal narrowed his eyes slightly, then arched an eyebrow at Mantis. Izuku would
apparently match Stendhal’s speed one day.

 

“Our son’s quirk nullifies the quirk of those whose blood he drinks,” Mantis said cooly. She
put an arm around her son’s shoulder. “If you ever try to use your quirk against him, it won’t
work.”

 

Stendhal stiffened. “You tricked me.”

 

Mantis smiled thinly. “You don’t have a reason to use your quirk on my son, anyway, right?”

 

Stendhal snorted. The boy looked very confused. The vigilante reached out and shuffled the
kid’s hair, and he flushed bashfully.

 

“What’s your name, kid?”

 

The boy shot his mother a look for permission. She squeezed his shoulder, and the boy turned
back to him.

 

“It’s Izuku.”



Far From Normal

Chapter Summary

Izuku wasn't normal and his childhood was about to become stranger.

Chapter Notes

See the end of the chapter for notes

Izuku wasn’t normal.

 

He knew it when he became the class pariah after his quirk appeared. When the bullying and
attacks became avoidance and fear. When Kacchan called him a villain.

 

He knew it when his mother introduced him to his real father and explained the importance of
secrets. When she warned him not to get too attached. When she explained that she had a past
and that his dad was more mixed up in it than she was. Explained that their past could be
dangerous.

 

He knew it when his dad started teaching him things. When his dad gave him his first knife.
When his dad cut him so he knew how it would feel. When his dad would take him on trips
without telling his mom to show him how to survive ‘off the grid’ or in the wilderness. When
his dad would make him run until he felt sick. When his dad taught him how to fight dirty,
how to win.

 

He knew it when his dad would rail against heroes with a scary kind of rage. When his dad
told him not to be that kind of hero. When his dad made him promise to fight with conviction
no matter what the law said. When he made Izuku swear, while gripping his arm painfully
tight, his face an inch from his, that he would be a real hero.

 

He knew it when his dad would sometimes bring home vials of blood from ‘work’ and insist
that Izuku drink them “just in case”. When his dad insisted that he keep that habit a secret
from his mother.



 

And more than anything, Izuku knew he wasn’t normal when at the age of ten, he came home
to a letter from his mother explaining that the worst had happened and that his life was going
to change forever.

 

Dear Izuku,

 

I’m so sorry, baby, but it looks like my past has finally caught up to me.

 

Your father has become a villain. It’s no longer safe for him to be free. It’s no longer safe for
you to be around him. If you see him, hide and call me. I’m going to head him off and turn
him in to the authorities. I’m sorry you had to find out like this. I wish there was more time,
there are so many things I want to tell you.

 

But know, sweetie, that I love you more than anything. I’m doing this to protect you and I’ll
come back to you as soon as it’s safe. You can be a hero, no matter what happens or what
comes out about us. Be safe.

 

Now, I want you to gather your notebooks and go to the Bakugou’s to tell them that I’ve gone
missing. There will be a police investigation and you’ll likely be sent to my brother, Shouta.
You haven’t met him because we had a fight a long time ago, but he’s a good man and I know
he will take care of you. He has an erasure quirk like you. Don’t tell anyone where I’m going,
sweetie, and burn this letter when you finish reading it.

 

I’m leaving my necklace so you’ll always have me with you. I love you so much, Izuku. Be
safe, follow your dreams, and stay away from your father.

 

All my love,

Midoriya Inko

 

Izuku probably had never cried so hard before he got that letter, and that was saying
something. It was sunset before he managed to get ahold of himself, and even then it was



more because he’d run out of tears and less because he was done crying. He’d been on his
knees in the living room unable to move for nearly three hours. His throat hurt, his muscles
were tight, and he felt as though his heart had been torn from his chest.

 

But he knew and trusted his mother. So with an uncomfortable numbness, he picked up her
necklace, a black string with a copper coin green with age, a Mannentsūhō. It didn’t look like
much, but Izuku knew it was extremely old and valuable. His mom had worn it for as long as
he could remember. He put the necklace around his neck and something settled slightly. He
then went to the kitchen and burned the letter over the sink. He walked around the house
checking if everything was in its place. His mother’s room was torn up as though a tornado
had blown through it. Clothes were missing, her weapons were missing, her go-bag was
gone, and the money she kept in an envelope in a book on her bookshelf was also gone.
Izuku’s own room was untouched.

 

Izuku pulled out his own go-bag, an All Might backpack filled with a few changes of clothes,
around 200 bucks, a first aid kit, and a few other things he might need in an emergency. Even
though the bag was fairly full he managed to force his pile of analysis notebooks into it,
making the bag bulge and misshaped. He checked the time. It was probably dinner at the
Bakugou’s.

 

Kacchan was probably going to be a nightmare about this. Izuku wondered if he was going to
get blamed for his mother's disappearance because he’s a villain. He hoped not, but there
wouldn’t be much he could do if he was accused.

 

Izuku’s emotions were now just a fuzzy staticky feeling as he went through the motions. The
walk to the Bakugou’s at eight at night went by surprisingly fast. One moment he was leaving
his apartment, and the next he was knocking on the door of Kacchan’s house. There was the
familiar exchange of shouting before Kacchan swung the door open, a scowl already on his
face.

 

Then he saw Izuku, pale, eyes swollen and red from crying, arms wrapped around himself
like he was trying to hug himself. He was still wearing his school uniform but his face was
devoid of emotion.

 

“What the fuck did you do?” was what Kacchan asked.

 



“Mom didn’t come home,” he said in a dead voice.

 

And he didn’t cry. That was how Kacchan knew something was really wrong.

Fifteen years ago, a ten-year-old Midoriya Shouta was awoken in the middle of the night by
his older sister. It was nearly one in the morning and Inko was fully dressed with a backpack
over her shoulder.

 

“Nee-chan?” he had asked, confused and drowsy.

 

“Shhhh,” his sister said, running her hand through his hair. “I have to go.”

 

Shouta was suddenly much more awake. “What do you mean? Go where?”

 

Inko offered him a kind smile. “I’m leaving. I’m going to go help people like us, but it’ll be
dangerous. I'm leaving to protect you.”

 

“But Daddy-!”

 

“Shh,” she said again. “You’re a big boy now, Shou-chan. You’ll manage, and if things ever
get too bad all you have to do is call. I’ll come back for you. Trust me, little brother, I’ll
always be watching over you.”

 

Shouta started to cry. “I don't want you to go…”

 

“I know, sweetie,” Inko said, hugging him. “But I have to. It’s the right thing to do and I can
save so many lives this way--”

 

“Take me with you,” Shouta said, gripping onto her arm desperately.



 

His sister started to cry too. “I can’t. I’m so sorry Shou-chan, but it wouldn't be safe for you.”

 

“But it’s safe for you?” Shouta asked with childlike skepticism.

 

Inko gave a strained sigh. “It’s not safe. But it’s right. You’ll still have Mommy, sweetie.
Things will work out, I know it. Just trust me, okay?”

 

“...Okay,” Shouta sniffed.

 

Inko kissed his forehead. “I love you, Shouta, I’ll come back for you when it’s safe.
Goodbye, little brother.”

 

That was the last time Shouta saw or heard from his sister.

 

Fifteen years later, he got a call from the police saying she’d gone missing again. He hadn’t
been aware she’d been found. And she left behind another ten-year-old child, her son, his
nephew. He was the godfather.

 

Aizawa, age twenty-five, ran a hand through his hair and groaned. It was going to be a long
day.

Izuku sat nervously in the police station, waiting for the man he’d be living with for the
foreseeable future. The Bakugous had dropped him off before work, neither having much
time despite their genuine concern for him. The previous week had been hard. Izuku was
right about the other kids deciding it was his fault his mom left. Kacchan was nice for a
change and actually defended him, but the tension between them was still strong. Made
worse by the fact that they had to share a bedroom.

 

Kacchan, seemingly not knowing how to feel, decided to ignore him and did his best to make
everyone at school ignore him too. It was better than getting bullied, but it still made Izuku



feel incredibly alone. Bakugou’s parents were always working so he didn’t really have
anyone to talk to.

 

Now he was waiting in the police station. Aizawa worked the night shift so he should be by
at any moment, but it still felt like a long time. The officers did their best to entertain him. A
few talked down to him like he was younger than he was, but a few other, ones with kids of
their own, corrected them. Izuku got two whole donuts from the breakroom, and once he
established that he was genuinely interested in true crime and analysis they started talking to
him about that. It was kinda fun. More fun than that day a week ago when they had
questioned him about where his mother could have gone.

 

Izuku was finally starting to relax when a harried-looking man was led into the break room.
The man was tall but disheveled, looking a lot younger than most of the adults Izuku knew.
His long dark hair was pulled into a messy bun, and it seemed to have been a long time since
he shaved. He was pale and looked to be wearing pajamas and a long scarf.

 

He looked vaguely terrified.

 

“Midoriya-kun,” the police officer who looked like a cat said, “allow me to introduce you to
your godfather, Aizawa Shouta.”

 

“Hello,” Izuku said nervously.

 

The man was staring at him as though he was looking at a ghost. The police cat elbowed him
in the side, earning himself a glare. Aizawa cleared his throat. “Hi.”

 

An awkward pause followed and the police cat’s ears twitched back in disapproval.

 

“Well, this is quite the family reunion,” the officer said leadingly.

 

“Yeah,” Aizawa responded, clearly blanking on what to say. “Your mom… she um, she didn’t
mention you.”



 

“She didn’t mention you either,” Izuku admitted quietly.

 

“Oh thank god,” Aizawa sighed out. Police cat gave him an annoyed look. “We-- uh, we
should probably get going.”

 

“Okay…” Izuku said, putting down the practice casefile one of the officers gave him.

 

“Do you have everything? Do you need anything?” Aizawa asked, not knowing what else to
say.

 

“No,” Izuku said quietly, wishing he had the energy to be excited. “No, I have everything.”

 

“Good. Good.” Aizawa said, turning in a full circle and exiting the room.

 

The police cat stopped Izuku from following for a moment. “Good luck, kid,” he said, putting
a paw on his shoulder. Izuku offered a shy smile up at him and then hurried off after his new
guardian.

 

Behind him he heard the officer murmur, “You’re going to need it.”

A painfully silent car ride convinced Shouta that he had no idea what he was doing. Weren’t
kids supposed to be talkative? Shouta had very little experience with people younger than
him. He encountered a few babies, rescued a few children, but that was usually brief enough
that he could just do a standard hero response and leave. What children liked to talk about
was a bigger mystery than what adults talked about.

 

And the kid was weirdly quiet, probably shy or nervous. Shouta knew what he was like after
Inko-nee left and he’d been a mess. But this kid seemed just kinda empty, doll-like even. He
wasn’t even crying. Did he inherit the erasure dry eye? Oh man, he wouldn’t wish that on
anyone.



 

Before Shouta could bring up the topic, they arrived at the apartment and he dropped the
thought. His apartment was worthy of conversation, right?

 

Apparently not, because all Izuku did when he saw Shouta’s near bare apartment was look
decidedly glum and resigned. Trying not to feel offended Shouta cleared his throat and
pointed to a door in the hall that had previously been claimed by the cats and a small amount
of exercise equipment. He had to move the weights to his own bedroom and the cat tree to
the living room. The cats were still giving him dirty looks for that.

 

“That’s your room,” he said gruffly.

 

Izuku nodded politely (weirdly politely. Aren't kids supposed to be rude?) “Thank you.”

 

“Yeah,” Shouta swallowed thickly. “No problem.”

 

Izuku went to his room without further comment. Shouta breathed a sigh of relief and went
into the kitchen to brew a fresh pot of coffee and to call Mic. He didn’t know why he thought
he could do this alone. Rationally, child-rearing was relatively simple. People did it all the
time with varying levels of success. He’d already chosen a school and acquired a bed for
Izuku.

 

But he had vastly underestimated how… social having a dependent would be. They’d barely
spoken and already Shouta felt the kind of exhaustion he got from being in crowds of people.
It’d get better once he got used to the kid, but currently, the kid was just putting him on high
alert and it was unnerving.

 

“I need help,” he sighed into the phone in defeat.

 

“Oh shit,” a groggy Yamada said. “Where are you? Where’s the body? Were there
witnesses?”

 



Aizawa scowled. Yamada had made the joke before, but it was still annoying. “If I was going
to commit murder you are not the person I would call, Mic.”

 

Yamada gave an offended gasp. “But the ride or die bromance!” he cried.

 

“We don’t have time for this,” Aizawa said. “I adopted a kid.”

 

“WHAT!?”

 

Aizawa knew Yamada well enough to hold the phone away from his ear before he was
deafened. He allowed his friend to calm down from the screaming… and crying before he
continued his explanation. “You remember me telling you about my sister, right?”

 

“The missing one?”

 

“Yeah, apparently she reappeared long enough to have a kid and go missing again.” Aizawa
rubbed his brow bone. “His name is Izuku and he’s ten.”

 

“Oh, so much for the baby shower then…” Yamada sounded disappointed.

 

“Mic.”

 

“You said kid, I thought we could make a party out of it,” Yamada said cheerfully. “At least
he’s old enough to appreciate one. I’ll make some calls, we can make a day of it!”

 

“Mic,” Aizawa groaned. “He just lost his mother. I doubt that he’s in a partying mood.”
perhaps that’s why he’s so quiet, Aizawa didn’t feel like interacting with anyone after Inko
left him. Shirihiko and Yamada helped pull him out of that mindset to some extent, but he’d
always been introverted and isolated himself when upset.

 



“It’s not about party partying, Eraser,” Yamada said, as though that were obvious. “It’s about
making him feel welcome. Letting him know we're happy to have him. Letting him know
this'll be his home too."

 

Shouta floundered slightly. He wasn't even sure that was what he wanted to express, let alone
what the boy wanted to hear. 

 

Yamada seemed to read his silence. "Do you like the kid?"

 

"...I don't know. " Shouta said baldly. 

 

Yamada sighed the 'why do I have to be the adult' sigh. "Do you know anything about him
other than his immediate problems?"

 

Aizawa hesitated. "...He's quiet."

 

"Have you tried talking to him?"

 

Aizawa's silence was an answer. 

 

Yamada gave another responsible sigh. "Go talk to him, buddy. I'll rustle up a party for him.
Call me back later, so I can keep helping. We got a lot of ground to cover."

 

"Right." Aizawa felt so tired. "Talk to you later."

 

He hung up and headed to Izuku's room. He knocked, but the door swung open easily. Izuku
was hanging up a colorful All Might poster and already had some action figures lying around
as well as a lot of notebooks placed on the shelf. Despite this, the room still felt pretty empty
and he seemed to have finished unpacking his bag, his clothes probably in the cupboard. 

 



"Is this really all you have?" The hero wondered. The boy tensed but glanced over at him
before looking back away. 

 

"I doubt I'll be here long," Izuku said quietly, keeping his tone polite. "My mom just has to
finish her business and she'll be back to pick me up in no time. Sorry for the inconvenience. "

 

"You aren't an inconvenience, kid," Aizawa said immediately. He hesitated, feeling awkward.
“So you like All Might?”

 

Izuku nodded very quickly, suddenly overeager and bright. “Yes! He’s my favorite! Did you
know that he once saved an entire university from a bomb threat by throwing the bomb into
the atmosphere? He’s so cool and he does a lot of charity work and will save anyone no
matter what. I hear he’s been donating to quirkless organizations since the beginning of his
career, and has also put a lot of money towards anti-discriminantion groups for people with
mutation or villainous quirks. He even put his support behind some bills that will ensure
better equality for people with those kinds of quirks, it’s really cool. He’s done so much for
our society--”

 

“Uh--” Aizawa said, overwhelmed by the sudden mumble rant. It was different from the
overly loud rants he received from Yamada. Harder to understand and information-dense. He
didn’t really want to know so much about All Might. But at least he’d found the kid's interest.
“That’s uh, great.”

 

“I like Eraserhead too, though he’s obviously harder to find information on,” Izuku offered a
genuine smile. “He’s really cool and has a quirk similar to mine. I want to be a hero like him
one day.”

 

“Oh,” Aizawa said, blushing and unprepared to have a stranger even know who he is let
alone be a fan of him. “Ah right, so you want to be a hero. And you have a form of erasure.
Do you have any training?”

 

Izuku gave him a piercing look. “Yeah. my… dad, he took my training very seriously. I’m
good. I take it you don’t know what my quirk is?”

 



Aizawa narrowed his eyes back. “The paperwork called it Inoculate, and you implied that it’s
similar to Eraserhead’s.”

 

“Hmm,” Izuku said, not elaborating on his quirk. “What heroes do you like?”

 

Aizawa stared blankly for a few seconds. “Present Mic,” he finally said.

 

Izuku nodded and smiled. “He’s really cool. I listen to his radio show a lot and I hear he also
teaches. He must be really busy. It’s impressive how he can keep his energy up despite
having three jobs.”

 

“It’s a talent,” Aizawa agreed. He’d never gotten how Yamada could be so energetic and
social, though he knew the man abused energy drinks. Energy drinks just gave him headaches
and were far too sweet, so he couldn’t understand them.

 

Izuku nodded, face shining with admiration, a stark difference from how he was in the car.
“Oh! I suppose I should ask, what do you do for a living, Mr. Aizawa?”

 

“There’s no need to be so formal. I’m your uncle, after all. I’m a teacher and…” he hesitated
to tell Izuku that he was the hero he admired. He didn’t need fans and his job required
privacy. Just knowing he was a hero could put his nephew in danger, especially if the kid
decided to brag about it. But not knowing would probably put him in an equal amount of
danger, and if they were to live together then he was bound to notice Aizawa’s impossible
hours and the fact that he’d sometimes get injured on the job. He mentally sighed. “And a pro
hero.”

 

Izuku’s eyes widened, and the speed at which his identity clicked was impressive. “You’re
Eraserhead.”

 

“Yep,” Aizawa said, tired already.

 

“Could you give me a moment?” Izuku said, pushing the man out of the room.



 

Aizawa gladly relented even as the bedroom door was slammed shut and Izuku audibly
screamed into a pillow. Aizawa stared at the ceiling again, wondering what the hell he was
getting into. He decided to take out his phone and text Mic that the kid liked heroes. He
waited at the door for a few more minutes, but it eventually became clear that the kid wasn’t
coming out on his own.

 

He flipped his phone open and redialed Yamada. “He likes heroes. Specifically All Might.”

 

“That’s great,” Yamada enthused, well used to Aizawa continuing conversations with no
preamble. “That’ll be super easy to shop for. I’m already in the shop so I'll pick up
everything. Is there anything you want for dinner? Anything he likes?”

 

Aizawa paused. The thought of food hadn’t even crossed his mind. “Hang on.” He knocked
on Izuku’s door and called, “What do you want for dinner, kid?”

 

There was a long pause that made Aizawa wonder if the kid had heard him. Finally he said,
“It doesn’t matter.”

 

Aizawa sighed, and put his phone back to his ear. “He doesn’t care. But make it something
warm.”

 

“Ramen it is,” Yamada decided, choosing an innocuous staple that probably wouldn’t cause
complaints. “Do you think he prefers beef or pork?”

 

“I have no idea,” Aizawa said, moving away from the door and beginning to feel like this
was turning into too much work.

 

“Pork it is,” Yamada decided. At Aizawa’s questioning silence he went on. “It’s your favorite,
and he’s your nephew. How different can his taste buds be?”

 



Aizawa rolled his eyes. “I’m hanging up now.”

 

“Byyyyeeee,” Yamada said obnoxiously before he could click the end button.

 

Aizawa sighed and tipped his head back to stare at the ceiling as he flopped onto the couch.
Ashtray, one of his cats, took the opportunity to make himself comfortable on his lap. He
knew it was going to be work taking care of a kid, but it was already proving to be more
exhausting than expected. He was only 25. Yeah, he’d been independent since he was a
teenager, but in all that time he was taking care of himself, no one else, and he couldn’t even
say he’d been taking good care of himself. He was in the habit of skipping meals and sleep to
pursue a lead or help someone. It was good that the kid was on the older side because Aizawa
knew he’d be out of the house a lot.

 

This was going to be a nightmare.

 

He heard the bedroom door open and turned his head to see a flushed Izuku peeking out.

 

Izuku cleared his throat and nervously stepped out. “Sorry, for freaking out. I’m… um… I’m
a big fan of you, so I just had to… um… scream in a pillow for a bit. It’s hard to believe I’m
related to you.”

 

“I suppose your mom never mentioned,” Aizawa couldn’t help but comment dryly.

 

It was apparently the wrong thing to say because Izuku’s expression immediately darkened
and he stared at his feet. “She has a lot of secrets.”

 

That was concerning. Aizawa blinked slightly more alert hearing that. He knew his sister was
involved in some illegal activities, but the fact that her son seemed to also know meant those
activities didn’t stop when he was born. That he possibly had become involved in them.
Aizawa’s eyes scanned the boy, picking up a number of faded scars on his face and hands. He
wore a long sleeve shirt. He frowned but didn’t press, knowing it was too early in their
relationship to force confessions.

 



Izuku didn’t seem to notice Aizawa’s train of thought, or if he did, he was good at hiding his
expressions and changing the subject. He came further into the room and looked at Ashtray
almost shyly. “We weren’t allowed pets in my last apartment.”

 

He held out his hand for the cat to sniff. The animal did and gently bumped his forehead
against the hand. Aizawa watched in slight amazement because Ashtray was in the habit of
attacking strangers, going so far as to scratch any hand that approached him, and biting the
ankles of unfamiliar people whenever possible. Ashtray had been a rescue off the street and
was half-feral. He’d always been a good judge of character. The fact that he so readily
accepted Izuku could mean two things: one, he saw the kid as a kitten that needed to be
protected at all costs; or two, he saw the kid as a fellow predator worthy of respect so long as
they kept their peace. Ashtray could smell fear, so anyone remotely afraid of him was on his
kitty hit list.

 

“You like cats?” Aizawa asked, a bit nervous despite himself.

 

Izuku nodded. “Love them,” he gently scratched Ashtray’s head, a small smile coming to his
lips. “They never judged me unfairly. And they’re fun to run with.”

 

Aizawa made a confused face while picturing Izuku freerunning after a stray cat up the walls
in his neighborhood. The imagined ten-year-old had little cat ears and a tail to match them. It
was a dumb mental image. He discarded it immediately. “Well, we have that in common at
least.”

 

And for a moment Izuku smiled, brightly, like there was a sun shining from within him.
Aizawa blinked, startled at the difference, but some uncertainty must have made itself known
in Izuku’s mind because the brightness faded quickly, like it was never there.

 

He played with the hem of his shirt, looking quite young and small. “I’m sorry to have
inconvenienced you like this. I know it must have been shocking to suddenly find out you
have a godson and to have to take care of him out of the blue. Especially since you must be
busy with work and you said you’re a hero too. I know you said I’m not an inconvenience,
but still.” He looked away, still fidgeting. “It’s probably not easy for you. It’s… uh, not easy
for me either. So- so--”

 



The boy’s face screwed up like he was going to cry, but no tears came out. Aizawa wondered
again if he also had dry eye. “I- I’ll try to stay out of your way.”

 

Aizawa stared at the boy and felt like absolute shit for making the kid feel like this. Worse
was that he didn’t know what to say to make it better. Groaning, he ran a hand through his
tangled black hair. “You don’t need to stay out of my way, kid,” he said. Maybe being blunt
would be best. “You’re right, this is difficult for me, but it’s probably twice as difficult for
you, and I don’t want to abandon you when you need me. That’s not what heroes do.”

 

Izuku blushed. “You’re a true hero, aren’t you, Mr. Aizawa?”

 

And his words had a strange amount of weight to them. Like it was a test of some kind, or
that he was thinking something dangerous. Aizawa didn’t know what it could be, the kid was
ten, how deep could his thoughts be? He didn’t even remember what he was thinking back
when he was ten. He’d been bitter and lonely after Inko left, but he definitely hadn’t been
deep.

 

“I try to be,” he said honestly. Izuku continued to stare at him, green eyes sharp and
challenging.

 

“Do you think I can be a hero?” he asked next. Still testing him.

 

“Sure?” Aizawa shrugged. “I mean, it takes work, but anyone can be a hero with the right
training."

 

“Even if I have a villain's quirk?” The kid didn’t relent.

 

Aizawa scowled. “There’s no such thing as villainous quirks, only villainous people. How
you use your quirk matters more than what the quirk is. And besides, you said you have a
form of erasure. I’ve used my quirk to be a hero, haven’t I? Why couldn’t you?”

 

Izuku nodded again, looking satisfied. “I’ve decided I like you, Mr. Aizawa.”



 

Aizawa grinned crookedly back, glad that he passed. “Call me uncle, kid. Being so formal
with family is just weird.”

 

Izuku tilted his head as though such a sentiment was new to him. He opened his mouth to say
something else.

 

But the front door slammed open and a familiar voice screamed, “HHHHHHEEEEEYYYYY
YAAAAAAALLLLLLLL!!!!!!!!!! ARE YOU READY TO PARTY!!!!!!!!!!??????”

Chizome dragged himself through the window of the apartment. He’d spotted the police
activity a week earlier, and had been avoiding the apartment. He knew if anything major
happened, the police would contact him as one of Izuku’s only blood relations, but they
hadn’t.

 

He was concerned.

 

As he looked around the apartment, he found it empty of life. Neither Izuku nor Inko were
here. Inko’s room was torn asunder but Izuku’s room was still neat and tidy. It was only
missing a few key objects including his notebooks and his go bag, and most of his knives.
There was still food in the fridge, probably on its way to rotting. There were still pictures on
the wall. There was police tape over the front door. Chizome was careful not to touch
anything even though he was wearing gloves. He was familiar enough with forensics to avoid
getting caught when he had to do more delicate work. You didn’t live so long as a vigilante
without being careful.

 

Still, his family was missing. That meant either they had run-- unlikely, as Chizome had
checked their safe houses and hadn’t met up with his family in any of them-- or they were
taken. Which was strange given the lack of disorganization in Izuku’s room. It struck him as
possible that perhaps Inko was attacked and Izuku escaped. But her room was missing key
items too. What criminal would let her take her ‘sewing kit’ with her? No, the scene seemed
staged. But if so, why?

 

Where has his family gone? What happened to them? What did Inko do?

 



Chizome Akaguro clenched his fists. The serial killer known as Stain would find out.

Chapter End Notes

I know some of you might be annoyed that I time skipped past Izuku growing up with
Stain, but don’t worry flashbacks and childhood trauma are going to be a thing this
whole fic

I’m also going to avoid having Aizawa be that perfect dad he usually is in other
Dadzawa fics. He’s doing his best, but he’s twenty-five, and speaking as a twenty-five
year old, handing him a child isn’t going to be an instant success, especially because he
doesn’t even have teaching experience yet.

It’s more interesting if he’s bad at it.
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