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Probation
by BadBlond099

Summary

This story is loosely based in the DC animated cinematic universe with some elements from
the New 52-Rebirth universe, focusing mostly on Jason Todd’s experience.

Notes

Jason Todd’s bitterness after his failed attempt at revenge drove him out of Gotham. He
continued to act as a vigilante everywhere he went, but his mind was a mess. Eventually, one
thing leads to an exploding submarine and Jason found himself rescued by Koriand'’r,
otherwise known as Starfire, who had recently left the Teen Titans to get some solitude after
a disagreement with Dick. Jason and Kori, feeling sympathy for one another, wound up
screwing out their frustrations for a while. This twisted relationship helped them to move on
with their lives and, upon learning of a fellow ex-sidekick in danger, Jason convinced Kori to
help him rescue Roy Harper. Thus, the trio became a band of rejects or “Outlaws.”

Jason became a little less bitter thanks to the company of his new friends. In time they even
wound up helping Batman out, giving him and his father figure the opportunity to finally
reconcile.

Of course, it’s not long after that that the Joker put his ultimate scheme into motion,
kidnapping the whole Bat family. They made it out alive and shaken only for one final attack
to break through; Jason was poisoned and left comatose at the Wayne Manor. Starfire went to
visit him and was forced to confront Dick. After some nasty words were thrown, the two
eventually made up and chose to reignite their relationship (much to Roy’s disappointment).

Upon recovery, Jason allowed himself to be babied by Alfred and grew once again
accustomed to the cushy life that Bruce had to offer. But the vigilante lifestyle beckoned, and
Jason felt drawn to its call. He did, however, come to an agreement with Bruce to go straight.
Which he really does, but he toes the line more than Bruce would like by going along with
Roy’s “heroes-for-hire” plan. They do manage to accomplish some good, but they ultimately
disband after Jason got fed up with Roy’s recklessness with their funds and inability to accept
Jason’s more extreme measures of handling things.

Seeking another way to prove himself to Bruce, Dick came up with an alternative plan for
Jason...

Hence the Teen Titans were slated to get a new “probationary mentor.” That’s where this
story begins.
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See the end of the work for more notes



Meet the Team

Jason stepped out of the elevator and grimaced. The training room was mostly hologram
based with a few weights lying around and a couple treadmills. For such a ridiculously gaudy
tower, he found it a little hard to believe that the “undisclosed source of finances” (usually
Justice League speak for “Bruce did it”) couldn’t provide better recreational gear.

His grimace changed to an outright scowl when he noticed who was sparring.

“Todd?” Damian, distracted only for a moment, took a solid punch to the chin, knocking him
clean off his feet.

Jason whistled and clapped mockingly as he approached. “Hit him again, please! Don’t stop
on my account.”

The person Damian was sparring with had an unusual blue super suit that made his hand
morph into a cannon as Jason got closer. “Stupid bug! Don’t you see the bat symbol?”

Jason shrugged, completely unfazed by the weapon in his face. “To be fair, most people have
this kind of reaction to me.”

Damian got to his feet and tried to make himself look as big as possible. “Todd! Explain
yourself! What are you doing here?”

“Don’t get huffy with me, twerp. You have Dick to thank for this. I would have been just fine
playing as Bat’s partner, but Dick-wad thinks I need a ‘probationary period’,” he said,
emphasizing his own dislike for the term with air quotes. “So, is this the new daycare
program Batman’s got you in?”

Damian fumed, but it was the other boy who spoke up. “This isn’t some camp. We’re the
Teen Titans.”

“Ouch. I guess Little League’s already a thing, huh?”” Jason remarked.

“Dude, who is this jerk?” the boy in blue asked Damian, still keeping his cannon hand trained
on Jason.

Damian sighed. “Reyes, this is Jason Todd. Todd, Jaime Reyes.”

“So much for secret identities,” Jaime whined, his super suit retracting into a small pack on
his back. “I’m Blue Beetle.”

Fascinated with the retractable suit, Jason gave up his own title. “Red Hood. Give us a few
more colors and we’ll make a rainbow out of this team yet.”

As if on cue, a door across the room opened and a girl in a blue cape stepped in with a green
parrot on her shoulder.



“Holy crap!” the bird exclaimed, flying over to the others. It rapidly morphed into a green
boy next to Damian. “This is the Red Hood? For real? Oh man! Dick used to talk about you
all the time! Little baby Robin, trying to be all tough and cool like Batman!”

Jason’s scowl returned. “And what’re you supposed to be? Animal Man’s forgotten
sidekick?”

“Huh? Who the hell’s Animal Man? Lame name, bro. I am the bonafide Beast Boy! And that
lovely chica is Raven,” he added, motioning towards the caped girl who showed infinitely
less enthusiasm than he did. “Okay! Introductions aside, you’ve got to spill the beans, man!
What was it like to...you know?”

Jason’s eyes narrowed and Beast Boy shuddered, taking a nervous step back.
“Whoa. Uhh, I mean, never mind,” Beast Boy said meekly.

Jason rolled his eyes and went back toward the elevator, already done with Dick’s stupid
plan.

“Hey,” Jaime whispered to Beast Boy while Jason’s back was turned. “What was that about?
You cowered like a scolded puppy!”

“Animal instinct,” Damian answered for Beast Boy. “Todd has been known to give off a sort
of feral aura. And this idiot just went and stabbed at an old wound.”

Beast Boy turned into a green version of a golden retriever and whined. “Me and my big
mouth. I can’t help it. That’s the second Robin. Can you blame me for feeling a little star-
struck?”

“Second Robin?” Raven wondered, finally saying something.

“Sure. Grayson was the first Robin. All others are forgettable except for me,” Damian
proclaimed.

“Dick, Jason, Tim, and then Damian,” Beast Boy blurted out.
“Why do you know that?” Raven asked, a dubious eyebrow raised.
“Cuz I’'m an original Titan, girl! I was part of this team when Dick was leading it!”

The three of them all stared at Beast Boy in silence for a moment before asking in unison,
“How old are you?”

Just then, the elevator door opened to reveal Starfire wearing nothing but a towel. She and
Jason stared at each other, momentarily stunned by the other’s unexpected presence.

“Jason!” she all but tackled him and he spun her around in a very excited hug. “What are you
doing here? I have not heard from you in such a long time! Please, you must tell me
everything!”



Jason laughed and pressed his forehead to hers. “Dick didn’t say anything about you being a
perk to this probation thing! Damn, this gig just got a whole lot better!”

“Gig? Probation? Jason, are you in some sort of trouble again? I was made to believe you
were making the amends with Batman.”

“Still am, Kor, I swear. I’ve been following his rules...for the most part. I got a little mixed
up in merc work with Roy, but that’s behind me now. I’'m on the straight and narrow,
whatever that means.”

Starfire smiled so brightly that the rest of the Titans all felt a little humbled.
“It is so good to see you again!”

And then the elevator door opened again with Dick and Victor both standing in it. Victor’s
jaw may as well have hit the floor, while Dick had a much more verbal reaction.

“What the hell, Jason?”

Starfire let Jason go and adjusted her towel. “Dick! You did not tell me that Jason would be
coming! I am very much underprepared!”

“Maybe a little underdressed?” Victor mumbled, making sure not to look directly at her.
‘GJay!,’

Jason put an arm up on Starfire’s shoulder and smiled coyly. “Oh, this is just too good to pass
up.” He cocked his head to the side and Dicks hands balled tightly into fists. “Does Kori not
talk about me? Big surprise.”

“Jay, no one’s laughing. What the hell is going on here?”

Jason took his arm off Starfire as if letting an angry dog off the leash. “What exactly do you
mean, Dick?” she said icily. “Jason is here. Am I not supposed to be happy to see my old
friend?”

Jason smirked.
“N-no! That’s not what...you know him? What the hell?”
“Jason and I have what you call history. We were very close.”

Damian cleared his throat. “Star, I don’t think you know what you’re saying. It sounds like
you and Todd had a sexual relationship. That’s what’s worrying Grayson.”

Starfire whipped her hair to the side and pursed her lips. “I am not misunderstanding. I do not
understand why Dick is being so hostile.”

Jason stopped laughing in order to help clear the air. “Kori, much fun as this is for me, I think
he’d be a little more comfortable if you were having this argument with something more than



a towel on.”
Starfire huffed. “Fine then.” She held an open hand out to Jason. “Your jacket.”

She didn’t have to tell him twice. He removed his Kevlar-line leather jacket and held it up for
her to put on. She slid it on before taking the towel off. Damian and Jaime turned away out of
habit while Raven covered Beast Boy’s eyes. She repurposed the towel as a skirt and left
Jason’s jacket open, only barely covering her. “Satistied, Dick?”

Dick’s eyes flicked between her and Jason. “I...I can’t even...I mean...”

“Mmm. Her looks have always had that wonderful effect on people. Wouldn’t you agree,
Dick?” Jason really couldn’t help himself.

Dick groaned loudly. “Enough of this, already. Geez! Guys, meet Jason. He’s here as a
mentor for you. You know what? No. Don’t take any lessons from this guy. He’s a bad
influence. He’s here to help you guys out and prove that he can be cooperative. He’s on
probation.”

“You’ve got to be joking,” Damian said.
“I can tell you now that he doesn’t seem very cooperative,” Jaime threw in for good measure.

“Since when have we been in the habit of turning people away?”” Beast Boy interjected.
“Come on, guys.”

They all looked suddenly ashamed.
“Maybe someone with more experience wouldn’t be such a bad thing,” Raven suggested.

“He’s been warned enough times. If you guys find that he’s crossing the line, I want you to
let me know. He’s here to learn from you.”

Jason threw his hands in the air mockingly. “Ooh, so scared. Like I couldn’t handle getting
tattled on by a bunch of kids.” He went to the control panel and scrolled through their
training simulations. “Man, do these ever get updated? Some of these fights happened before
I was born.”

“How about you spar with me then?” Jaime offered. “I’ve already beaten one Robin today.”
“Sure. I’d be down to—"
“No. Jay, you know the rule.” Dick cut Jason off.

“No toys. I know. Load of bull that it may be. It’s not like Batman doesn’t have an entire
arsenal in that stupid belt of his, but you shoot a few people in the head and suddenly it’s no
more toys for you.”

Jaime leaned towards Damian a bit nervously. “Did he say shoot people in the head?”



“You blasted me in the face once,” Damian pointed out.
“By accident! And Raven fixed you up! Oh! So you mean like—"
“He means he’s killed people,” Raven said flatly. “Even Beast Boy can sense that much.”

“If anyone’s uncomfortable with Jason being here, I can put an end to this. I don’t know what
I was hoping to accomplish at this point anyways.” Dick scratched his head and took account
of all the distressed faces around the room.

“Nonsense! It is as Garfield said! Everyone is welcome here!”
Victor coughed. “We really should narrow our scope a little more after—"

“Is this place always so noisy?” A young woman with long blonde hair stepped out of the
elevator looking disgruntled. “I sleep two floors up. How is it I can still hear you guys?” Her
eyes landed on Starfire and her makeshift outfit. “Uhh, the hell kinda orgy am I
interrupting?”’

“Ah! You have not yet met our most recent member!” Starfire exclaimed, floating over to the
girl and forcing her forward. “Dick, this is Speedy!”

Jason sputtered, choking on nothing.

“Oh yeah. Arrow’s new sidekick. How are you liking it here?” Dick said, trying to be
friendly.

The girl glared at him through groggy eyes. “It’s noisy and it needs a shooting range. I don’t
even get why Ollie signed me up for this stupid daycare thing.” She took notice of the
doubled over Jason. “What’s his deal?”

Jason held a hand up and finished choking. “Nothing. Nothing. I just...I know the original
Speedy.” He straightened up, still a hint of a smirk on his face. “Just made me do a double
take.”

The girl didn’t seem amused. “You mean the loser even Ollie couldn’t help? Yeah, I didn’t
get to pick the name.”

“Mia Dearden,” Jason suddenly said, giving the girl pause. “What, you think Roy didn’t have
you looked up? He may not have been the best sidekick, but he’s still one helluva friend.
Even to Oliver Queen.”

“You looked me up?”
“What’s wrong? Got something you don’t want them to know?”

“Okay! Wow, this was not my best idea!” Dick piped up, getting everyone’s attention. “Let’s
all agree I’'m the chump here, but I thought there was supposed to be a new recruit coming
today?”



Starfire gasped. “Oh! We are late! We were to meet them on the roof!” She started to float
only for Dick to catch her hand.

“Please, Kori. Do you really want to meet someone without any clothes on?”

Starfire scoffed, but went back toward the elevator. “I will change into something that is more
comfortable. The rest of you are to report to the roof immediately.”

The moment she was gone Dick was glaring at Jason again.

“Oh, you still mad?”



Stipulations

Chapter Summary

Latest members introduced to the Teen Titans and the law 1s laid down for Jason as the
stipulations to his probation are explained in painful detail.

Chapter Notes

'Sup! Welcome back! I'm going to do what I can to keep this at a less mature rating, but
you can't stop me from creating opportunity to make things muuuuuch worse before
painstakingly working to make them better.

And on an added less suggestive note: I have been finding that the League's imposed
stipulations on Jason aren't overly well received with some readers so allow me to add in
an extra warning here:

WARNING: STRONG ELEMENTS OF NON-CON BONDAGE AND AUTONOMY
LOSS IN THIS CHAPTER!

To better elaborate: nothing sexual happens with regards to the loss of autonomy, but it
can be very upsetting still as it is the sort of thing that Jason is unable to fight against. I
do not intend to drop it from the story as it still has its uses in later chapters and
backtracking too far will be counterproductive.

If you would like to circumvent the stipulation altogether, as soon as it's written, I'll let
you know where you can jump to.

But yeah. Tags have been updated and will be updated as necessary.

PROCEED AT YOUR OWN RISK!

The roof of Titan Tower had a helicopter pad, but somehow Jason knew there was no
helicopter coming. He didn’t think working with the band of teenage supers was a great idea
by any standards, but it was a very Grayson thing to try.

Soon the newly-resurrected Superman came floating down with what looked like a teenage
punk version of himself. Shortly after, the rest of the main League members arrived, a few
with mini-me’s in tow. Jason’s face betrayed a twinge of anger when Batman made an
entrance as well.,



“It’s good to see you guys have been prospering. I must say, we still miss Cyborg, but he
seems to have found a more suitable home here,” Superman said lightly.

“Enough idle prattle,” Damian said authoritatively. Jason wondered who he was showing off
for. “If you’re all here it must be serious business. Bring forth the new recruits!”

Jason leaned over to Dick and mumbled, “Does this kid have an off switch?”
“Silence, Todd!”
“Sooo0 that’s a no?”

Bruce cleared his throat audibly. “There are two matters of business to attend to. First, here
are the newest members to join the Teen Titans.” He gestured toward the half-size Super-
Punk, a teenage Wonder Woman, and an African American kid in a silver variation of the Kid
Flash suit. “Meet Conner Kent, Donna Troy, and Wally West. Otherwise known as Superboy,
Wonder Girl, and Kid Flash.”

Jason cocked his head slightly and raised a hand. “Hang on. That’s not Wally.”
Everyone eyed Jason curiously. “What are you talking about?” Barry inquired.

Jason looked around, confused by everyone else’s confusion. “Am I crazy? I mean, we
weren’t close, but Wally? Skinny ginger kid? Kid Flash for as long as Dickie-boy’s been
around?” The continued silence made him uncomfortable. “Iris West’s nephew?”

The silver Kid Flash raised his hand and said, “Um, I’'m not the only Wally in the family. But
my cousin’s no speedster.”

Jason looked at Dick. “Seriously? What the fuck happened while I was dead?”
Batman sighed, uncharacteristically loudly.

“Um, Jason, know that this is for your own good,” Superman said sheepishly.
“What, helping out here? Look, I don’t know that this will be a good fit. | mean—"

Jason’s blood ran cold. He felt violated. Confused. J’onn drifted through him like a ghost and
the intrusion was wildly uncomfortable, but rather than the sensation of losing something in
the experience, he felt as if something had been left behind inside of him. The moment the
Martian materialized in front of him, Jason shot him an animal-like glare that made the
usually infallible alien flinch.

“Along with the other new recruits, Jason Todd—the second Robin and now...now the Red
Hood—will be residing at Titan Tower under monitored probation,” Batman announced, his
tone never wavering. “Upon his return to the mortal coil, Jason Todd has 84 confirmed kills.”
Everyone seemed disgusted by that revelation except for Starfire, who looked about a bit
curiously. “Due to the circumstances, he has been given another chance, but a single mistake
will not be tolerated. In order to ensure that he follows the conditions laid out for him, the
first six months of his probation will be spent under mandatory house arrest.”



Jason scoffed. “The fuck are you on about, old man? I didn’t agree to—"
“Heel.”

Jason’s body (not including his mouth), began to move entirely against his will. His feet
stopped at shoulder length apart, he eased down to his knees, and his hands slowly moved
behind his head; fingers interlocking with his thumbs settling just above the nape of his neck.
Once he had settled into the position, he froze. “Wh-what is this?”

“Starro is an alien creature with the innate ability to control any form of sentient being,”
Superman began. “He gave the League a lot of trouble a few years back, but has since been
contained and studied. J’onn has placed an artificial piece of Starro at the very top of your
brain stem. It will serve two purposes: to keep you in the confines of the Tower, and to
subdue you if anyone feels it necessary.”

Jason would be livid, but in the vulnerable position that he’d been forced into, he was
overwhelmed with a sickening sense of familiar fear. “Please...this isn’t necessary.”

“It’s for your own good,” Batman stated. “This way you won’t be able to hurt anyone.”

Superman continued his detailed explanation. “A barrier has been set up. If Jason leaves the
outline of this barrier around the Tower, the implant will shut his body down effectively and
immediately. The responsibility falls upon the rest of you to return him to the Tower so that
he can wake up.”

Jason trembled, still trapped in the same position.

“Otherwise, should any of you feel threatened by Jason’s presence in any way, you need only
speak the command word in his presence and he will assume this position and maintain it for
three minutes.” Superman stopped talking and waited for the designated time to pass. Jason
felt himself holding his breath in anticipation as well. He could feel his muscles relax the
moment the three minutes ended. He let his hands fall into his lap and stared at them in
shock.

“That seems a little harsh,” Victor mumbled.

“After six months, the implant will be adjusted to allow him to leave the Tower and assist the
team on missions. In time, if he proves his loyalty, the implant may be removed,” Superman
finished.

Jason finally looked up, eyes meeting Batman’s with hot tears of rage burning behind them.
“You son of a bitch! This wasn’t part of the deal! You’ve got to be kidding me? Deal’s oft!
I’'m out! I’ll get out of Gotham, out of your hair, you’ll never see or hear of me again!”

“Heel!”

Again, Jason’s body was no longer under his control. His mind screamed out, the desire to
rebel against the motions was powerful. Painful. But his body wasn’t his own. Soon he was
back on his knees, his eyes wide and staring at his knees. He wanted to hurl.



“That 1s the command word. Use it sparingly. Abuse of the command will not be tolerated.”
Batman returned to the Bat-Wing without another word. Superman at least showed a little
remorse, said one more goodbye to his younger counterpart, and flew off. The rest of the
League slowly followed suit. As the three minutes ended, Black Canary of all people helped
him to his feet.

“I will be checking in every Saturday. If you need someone to talk to any other time, contact
me or Ollie and I will get here,” she said very seriously.

Jason pushed her away the moment he was fully on his feet. “Did you offer the same for
Roy?” he spat. She didn’t flinch, but Oliver certainly did behind her. “Waylon Park is a better
therapist than you. I’d rather take my chances without your pity.”

“This isn’t optional, Jason.”

“What, you going to keep my on my knees for every session then? I don’t think Queen will
like his Songbird dominating another man without him around to keep track of the session.”

“Enough,” Oliver snapped. “He’s had a day, Dinah. You don’t have to take this.”
Black Canary still didn’t bat an eye. “Saturdays, Jason. Take care of yourself.”

The corner of Jason’s lip twitched in a mildly impressed grin. His hatred for Green Arrow
notwithstanding, he really did respect Black Canary. But he was hurt. Betrayed yet again by
the man he foolishly looked up to. Left at the mercy of teenagers. He was going to rebel. At
least enough so that he could maintain some semblance of control.

The Titans all took the time to get to know each other while on the roof top. Show off a bit.
Swap stories. Jason kept to himself, watching from afar, still reeling over the cards he’d been
dealt.

After personally introducing himself to each of the new recruits, Dick slinked off to where
Jason was, all signs of earlier aggression now melted away into a look of guilt.

“Jay_’,
“Was this all your idea or was it just a happy coincidence?”

Dick couldn’t meet Jason’s gaze. “The Titans are a good way to get you reacquainted with
the world. They’re good kids. And you lost a good part of your childhood. This is your
chance to get a little of that back.”

“And the implant?”

“The League...they wouldn’t approve of you joining the team. They consider you a highly
volatile threat. Clark’s the one who offered the implant as a means of containing the threat.
He wants you to be reintegrated. This way you can be a part of the team and—"

“You just shoved me into a prison with a bunch of hormone-raging supers and gave THEM a
handicap. Good job, Grayson. If I make it through this fucked up probationary imprisonment,



it’ll be amazing if I don’t double my kill-count just to let off some steam.”
“It’s for your own good, Jay.”
“Go to hell.”

Jason went inside, the rest of the Titans trickling in behind him. Beast Boy fluttered around
Jason as a hummingbird before morphing back into his human self. “Time for the big tour!
I’1l be your guide! This floor is mostly just storage and the door to the rooftop...”

Beast Boy went through each floor, giving goofy anecdotes dating back to the time of Dick as
Robin. The tower was well furnished and stocked with the latest technology and facilities.
Apparently, the financial support behind the Justice League was also funding the Tower
(Bruce Wayne finally got his home for wayward kids).

The training room was fitted with the same simulation system that the Batcave had (or at
least, that’s what Beast Boy thought, unaware that it hadn’t been updated since before Jason
had died) and enough weights and machines to stock a small gym. That would at least help
Jason to blow off some steam. The floor below was a pool that was set up for laps but,
according to Beast Boy, an awesome spot to party.

The next floor was the locker rooms and shower room. Jason was annoyed to learn that
showers there were communal. He’d barely had the school experience growing up, but that
wasn’t the issue. There were some scars he wasn’t about to share with a group of practical
strangers. There were some scars he wasn’t ready to share with the current Robin...

The next floor was the girls’ rooms. Starfire and Donna held back to get the new girl situated
in her room. The floor after was the boys’. Jaime took the new Wally to a room, Damian and
Beast Boy took Conner to his room, and Dick and Vic showed Jason to his room. Raven and
Mia went off on their own, bored with the tour that they didn’t need.

Jason’s room looked, to his dismay, disturbingly similar to how his room once looked at the
Wayne manor: an unnecessarily lavish four-poster bed with deep red curtains; a desk and
chair just by the window with a lamp for nighttime use; and a wall completely covered with
vintage bookshelves, stocked with enough books to keep most people occupied for a lifetime.

“I thought you’d appreciate something familiar,” Dick said.

“You do realize I’ve been crashing in hideouts with Roy for a while now? The fuck makes
you think I want to relive my shitty childhood?”

“Hey, he’s trying to make you feel comfortable,” Victor said, getting between them. “Take it
down a notch.”

“Why don’t you make me, Robo-cop? You know the damned word.”
“You don’t have to be like this,” Dick pleaded. “No one wants to use that command.”

“I’11 bet you the little-shit’s already itching to give it a shot,” Jason refuted. “You and Bruce,
you still cling to the thought that somewhere deep down I’'m still that little kid who thought



having books and the time to read them was a privilege? I don’t know if you forgot, but that
kid died. I don’t have the luxury.”

Dick finally looked Jason in the eyes. He was done taking the verbal abuse. “I’m getting sick
of you throwing your death in my face every time I see you. Wild guess says you and Roy
had more subjects to talk about. If you think it’s cruel, then yes. Reminding me, Bruce,
Alfred...reminding us over and over again that we failed you...Every day that you were
gone...Every night Bruce went on patrol without you...Every second we spent knowing how
you suffered, how the Joker hurt you, then left you to die alone without hope of ever seeing
the light of another day...It’s been haunting us for years. We haven’t forgotten that. Now that
you’re back, that doesn’t make what happened okay. I’m not trying to bring back my Little
Wing. I just don’t know how to...I don’t know...”

Jason threw a punch, dropping Dick like a sack of rocks.
“H-heel!” Victor shouted.

Jason’s expression remained cold as he assumed the submissive position, his knees hitting the
floor just above Dick’s head. “Call me Little Wing again, you sack of shit. You and I? We’re
nothing. You’re nothing more than the latest freak to get a kick out of watching me suffer.”

Dick got up, covering what was certain to be a real shiner, and left the room. Victor sighed
and mumbled, “Where do the other killers who encounter the Bat end up?”

Jason smirked. “Arkham’s rotating doors are kinder than this. At least the inmates there, have
personal agency. [ mean, if this implant’s so effective, why not use it on every sick fuck?
What makes me so special?”

Victor scoffed and left Jason to wait out the rest of his time kneeling on his own.



First Impressions

Chapter Summary

Black Canary returns to Titan-Tower for her first meeting with Jason Todd since he
received the implant. The team reveals their opinions of him, proving that this method
may not be as effective as the League had hoped.

Chapter Notes

I swear, the mass chapter drop will end soon enough... I think...I've been a little stuck on
one part of this story for a bit, but hey, now that I'm posting it on here, hopefully that'll
give me the kick in the pants that I need to push past that rut and continue! Aaand if not,
well, I've got a few side stories based around this scenario that I can always post up as
well...

Anywho, I promise that eventually Jason will be less of a loner and finally ingratiate
himself into the Teen Titans. Buuut this is not that chapter (sorry!). For now J-Bird is
still his usual gruff, menacing self. Unfortunately for him, the Starro implant makes it
difficult to be as bad as he could be...

Black Canary showed up a week after the Titans gained their newest members and was
discouraged by what everyone had to say about Jason.

“Todd has been too much of a coward to face anyone,” Damian claimed while practicing his
sword technique. “Not that I can blame him. If Father had created a means of forcing me to
kneel, I’d be busy plotting ways to prevent it from ever affecting me.”

“Dude’s barely even seen in the kitchen,” Beast Boy claimed with his mouth half full and a
game controller in his hands. “I mean, I saw him a couple of times and tried to offer him
company or a bite of my vegan pizza, but he just kinda gives that threatening Batman look
and does what he will.”

“I caught him wandering the halls after midnight once,” Jaime claimed while working on an
essay for his online classes. “Scared the hell out of me. But I mean, he’s a Bat, right? Don’t
those guys work better in the dark or something?”

“Jason and I haven’t exchanged two words since the day he got here,” Raven claimed when
Canary interrupted her meditation. “But when I come here in the morning for early



meditation, I’ve found him already meditating by the window. He leaves when I go to join
him.”

“That asshole’s at least not trying to pick any fights since he decked Nightwing last week,”
Victor claimed while sprucing up his car. “Don’t think he likes me much, though. I think it
might have to do with the fact that I’'m the only one here who’s used the command on him.”

“Oh, the guy who thought I wasn’t, uh, me? I honestly haven’t thought much about him,”
Wally claimed while raiding the fridge. “Not that what he said doesn’t still kind of bug me,
but from what I’ve heard, he’s got every right to be, y’know, scary.”

“I’ve come across him a couple times when I fly back from patrol. He seems to hide on the
rooftop often,” Donna claimed while struggling to brush a particularly nasty knot out of her
long hair. “I’ve tried to engage in friendly conversation, but his eyes don’t seem to recognize
my presence. It is a bit unnerving.”

“Red Bat or whatever is such a creep. I’ve run into him a couple of times in the rec room. He
shuts off whatever simulations he’s working on the moment anyone comes in and clears out.
Doesn’t even hit the showers,” Superboy claimed while doing flips on the uneven bars.
“Yesterday he had the balls to get between me and that hot—erm...the girl arrow...Mia,
right? I mean, we were just talking, and he got in the way.”

“Dinah!” Mia greeted Black Canary with a friendly hug. “How’s Connor? Can I tell you how
fucked up it 1s that the Super-jerk shares a name with him?”

“Mia, language,” Dinah said exasperated. “And Conner’s not that bad. Well, at least he’s not
as bad as someone who shares genes with Lex Luthor could be.”

“Yeah well, I’'m really jealous of the other girls here. Being the only non-super girl puts me at
a bit of a disadvantage when dealing with that prick. I mean, not that he doesn’t still hit on
Donna and Kori whenever she’s around, but they can push him off. And as for Raven? She
straight up put the fear of God or whatever her freaky father is in him and he’s too scared to
look at her. Which makes me the easiest target of his wandering eye.”

Black Canary nodded. “Duly noted. I’ll have a talk with him and Clark too just in case.
Anyways, I’ve been asking around about Jason. It’d be remiss of me if I didn’t ask you too.”

Mia rolled her eyes. “Oh. Him. He’s just delightful,” she said with sarcasm dripping from her
words.

“Care to elaborate?”

“I keep running into him. Day one he was kind of an ass, but after what they did to him, I
really didn’t blame him. So, whenever I run into him, I try to be civil...I mean, I’'m not
mean.”

“Whenever, huh? And where have you run into him?”

Mia shrugged. “The rec room, the pool, the kitchen, the game room. Why?”



Black Canary was honestly curious. “According to everyone else, Jason has made minimal
contact with anyone in the Tower. The most interaction I’ve been informed about was an
encounter with you and Conner.”

Mia groaned. “Yeah. That.”

“Care to give me your side of the story?”

“I shudder to think what Conner’s side sounded like.”
“I’m all ears.”

Mia rocked back in her seat. “Yeah. Okay. Well Conner’s definitely the most aggressive with
his advances in the rec room. I think people working out must do something for him...who
knows. Well I was annoyed with how much Jason had been ignoring me, so when I saw that
he was using the simulator, I decided to work on some of the machines at the far corner of the
room. Aaaand then Super-jerk showed up and, go figure, I wound up cornered. I kept trying
to get him to leave me alone but he’s a super. Guy doesn’t know when to quit, so I lost my
temper and, yeah, I tried to slap him.”

Black Canary raised an eyebrow and Mia stared out the window of her room.

“What? It would have hurt me more than him anyways, but at least it would have helped to
get my message across.”

“Would have?”

Mia groaned again. “Yeah. Before I could connect, Jason had me by the wrist. He pulled me
behind him and told Conner to leave me alone. Conner said something brackish and
threatened to use the command on the jerk for poking his nose where it didn’t belong. Then
Jason whispered something to Conner that I couldn’t quite make out, and Super-jerk flew
oft.”

This was a bit alarming. “Jason Todd is impressive, certainly, but he’s only human. How
could he intimidate a super?”

Mia shrugged. “Beats me. But I didn’t need the assist...and he could have at least been nice
about it. Instead he told me to stop egging that prick on and left just like that. Talk about an
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ass.

Black Canary could see how the whole situation had left Mia feeling powerless and frustrated
and made a mental note to get in some training with her before leaving. “Thanks, Mia. This
has been insightful. Care for some sparring after lunch?”

“You’re on.”

And finally, it was time for Black Canary to meet with Jason. She found his room—the one at
the end of the hall on the boys’ floor—and knocked on the door. When there was no answer
she opened it cautiously. “Jason? It’s Dinah. It’s time for our session.”



“Whatever.”

She took that as an invitation and stepped into his room. Jason was lounging in the chair by
the window with a worn out copy of the Art of War in his hands.

“Is the selection of books to your liking?” she asked, trying to ease into a conversation gently.
“Bruce said you were quite the literature buff even as a boy.”

Jason scoffed. “You mean ‘when I was a boy,”” he corrected. “Which was a literal lifetime
ago. Back then the thirst for knowledge was unquenchable. These days, it’s all the same.
Every story meets the same ending.”

Black Canary pointed at the book in his hands. “And Sun Tzu?”
Jason marked his page and set the book on the desk. “Have you ever heard of the All Caste?”

“Aren’t they warriors?” Black Canary asked semi-innocently. She knew Oliver had run into
them a long time ago, when he was all but a different man.

“Warriors, monks, keepers of the peace, assassins...Call them what you will. I was...close to
them when I came back.” Jason eyed the cover of the book somewhat affectionately and
Black Canary was reminded of Bruce’s little bookworm. “Master Ducra always found Sun
Tzu’s work to be calming. I’ve read it a few too many times, but the repetition is oddly
calming.”

“Do you have a reason to need calming?”” She was reaching out. Trying to get a grasp of
Jason’s current state of mind.

Jason’s eyes flicked up at her and she was astounded by the wild fury shining in them. It was
like staring down an alpha wolf. Where had Bruce’s little boy gone so quickly?

“Given the circumstances, let’s just say the Art of War is becoming something of a mantra.”

The implications weren’t lost on her. She kept her eyes on him and nodded slowly, feeling
more like she was the one being observed in this meeting. How had he turned that around so
fast? “Total honesty; I’ve been asking around to see how everyone feels about you. I’ve got
to say, ignoring everyone wasn’t exactly the plan here.”

“Yeah, well being a prisoner among teenagers was never my plan, so [ guess we’ve reached a
stalemate.”

Black Canary found that she needed to choose her words even more carefully than she did
with most people she used her degree in psychology to assist. “Please be honest with me,
Jason. Why does this probation bother you?”

Jason raised an eyebrow. “Honestly? I was Batman’s sidekick. I was irreplaceable. Sure,
Dick-for-brains was the golden boy, but he and Bruce had had a fallout when I became
Robin. So yeah, I got compared to the former Robin a lot, but I didn’t feel inadequate. I was
the most important person to Batman. That was enough.



“And then I died. And then I came back. And then I found out that Batman not only replaced
me, but never avenged my death, so I got mad. And since then I’ve been doing what I’ve
found necessary to carry out my own brand of justice—which may not agree with him but is
nonetheless effective—rather than earning even a speck of respect from him, I’m treated like
I’m no better than the rabble...no, I’'m treated even worse than the rabble that he keeps
sending through the revolving doors of Arkham Asylum. So, what’s bothering me? More
than you can even begin to unfold in a session, Lance. Believe me.”

“It’s Queen now.”
Jason closed his eyes and exhaled slowly. “Just another jarring change.”

““‘In the midst of chaos, there is also opportunity,”” she offered. “Don’t let the changes
overwhelm you. Wrest control. Prove that you are still the master of your own fate. Take a
page from Sun Tzu.”

“‘Anger may in time change to gladness,’”” Jason began, standing up. Black Canary could all
but feel his aura as he strode about his room, like a wolf pacing about its territory, “‘vexation
may be succeeded by content.””” He drew closer to her and she swallowed hard, bracing
herself even though he hadn’t done anything wrong, “‘but a kingdom that has once been
destroyed can never come again into being;””’ Jason stopped just behind her and drew close
enough to whisper in her ear, “‘nor can the dead ever be brought back to life.””
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“You are clearly an exception to this,” she noted, believing he’d recited the quote to
undermine the teachings of the book and prevent whatever little knowledge she could pull
from it to help relate to him.

“Wrong. That little Robin, the boy who used to look up to you and the League as the ideal, he
died all those years ago. Forcing me to work with a bunch of idealistic sidekicks won’t bring
that Robin back. Bruce of all people should know that.”

There was a ring of truth in his statement that made her uncomfortable. She wasn’t prepared
for this shift in the power dynamic so immediately. She had met Jason shortly after Bruce had
taken him in. That young boy was so full of spirit and potential. He looked up to Bruce with
unabashed adoration. It was like watching a young service dog trying to learn from its peer.
How awful to think that same pup was now this dangerous wolf.

“Would it really be so bad to treat this as an opportunity?” she suggested cautiously. “The
Jason Todd who was Robin is gone. Why not cast aside the Jason Todd who was so hell-bent
on revenge as well?”

Jason shrugged. “Metaphorical death is a little different from literal. You should try it
sometime.”

The unveiled threat gave Black Canary a chill. “I’ll try not to.” She sat on the window sill to

make sure that Jason couldn’t get behind her. “I know you’re not happy with the implant, but
you won’t be any better off fighting it. Why not allow yourself to relax a little? The facilities
available here are the finest that money can—" She bit her lip as Jason’s face twitched. “My

point is, why not show that you’re capable of making this a good thing? Why not prove to



Bruce that this doesn’t bother you? That you’re better than the monster everyone’s afraid you
can be?” Jason paced slowly about the room and she cleared her throat, more inclined to
prepare for a Canary cry than that command word.

“So, what did the others really have to say about me?” Jason asked, swinging around one of
the posts on his bed. “I mean, I know the little shit isn’t my biggest fan. Which one of those
kids got you so on edge around me?”

Black Canary let out a breath she hadn’t realized she’d been holding. “I guess I did say ‘total
honesty.’” She crossed her legs, trying to feign confidence as Jason continued to dominate
their conversation. “Like I said, not a lot to say about you,” fishing for an easy connection
she threw in, “I mean, Damian had a few choice things to say, but nothing helpful.”

“I don’t mind the honesty, but do me a favor, Queen, and stop beating around the bush.”
Jason reached a hand in his pocket and Canary finally folded.

“Heel!”

Jason’s mouth quirked into a smile and Black Canary felt ashamed as he moved fluidly to his
knees, his eyes bearing into her. “What’s wrong, Queenie? Feeling a little jumpy?”

Just like that, she’d completely lost the upper hand. Even with Jason unable to move against
her, she showed her cards and now he knew that she was afraid of him. “Kid gloves are off,
then.” At least standing over him gave her a sense of control now. “I have to thank you for
looking out for Mia,” she began, measuring Jason’s response. The dark grin didn’t budge.
“Of course, she’s not your biggest fan, but she’s always had a hard time trusting people.”

“I know the type,” Jason said lightly. Black Canary didn’t like the connotation.

“Listen, kid. Mia’s special to me, but I can’t protect her from everything. So believe me when
I say that I appreciate you steering Kon away. But—"

“But you want to know how I scared the super clone.”

She stood up from her perch to make the difference in level more apparent. “Care to
elaborate?”

“Kryptonians are weak to two things; Kryptonite and magic. I don’t really like the thought of
anyone having the upper hand on me, so I asked an old friend from the All Caste to even the
odds a little for me. See the tattoo peeking out from under my left sleeve?”

She had noticed it, now that his hands were locked behind his head, but she didn’t say a
word, waiting for him to finish his explanation.

“Old trick. Blood of the Untitled slain by the Chosen mixed with ink made by the ashes from
the sacred fire. It’s not much, but it’ll let me get in a punch that a Kryptonian will feel. I just
gave Super-Punk a friendly little warning.”

That seemed more than likely.



The three minutes ran out and Jason let his hands fall into his lap but didn’t bother to get back
up. “Okay. Good session, Queenie. | feel so much better about my situation.”

“Shut up,” Black Canary said with a roll of her eyes. “You’re not a kid, Jason, and I’'m not
here to make you feel better. You’ve proven your own unwillingness to accept the situation.
Fact is, you can either get with the program, or you can get used to the idea of Arkham.” She
didn’t like being played.

Jason scoffed. “‘The supreme art of war is to subdue the enemy without fighting.””

Black Canary stopped just before closing the door to his room. “‘Treat your men as you
would your own beloved sons and they will follow you into the deepest valley,”” she threw
back at him. “Bruce loves you, Jason. If you don’t believe in anything else, at least believe
that.”



Bonding and Bondage

Chapter Summary

Jason takes Black Canary's advice to heart and decides that babysitting the team might
be better than living out his days in Arkham--not that he thinks Arkham could hold him
for long with its track record--so he decides to make an awkward attempt to get to know
one of the Teen Titans.

Chapter Notes

WARNING! Underage drinking occurs in this chapter. I do not condone it, I do not
suggest it, [ certainly don't dismiss it, and for anyone who knows a little more about the
character, I DO know that Beast Boy struggles with the habit in some recent comics.
This is taken from that knowledge. Don't hate!

Anywho, J-Bird finally takes a step toward befriending the team! Or, at least,
befriending a certain prankster on the team and encouraging the worst from him. Like
Dick said: nobody should take any advice from Jason.

See the end of the chapter for more notes

Jason enjoyed taking control of his session with Canary, but she did give him an annoying
point. If he couldn’t even pretend to make this work, what was Bruce’s next logical step? Not
difficult to see Arkham as a logical outcome. At least he hadn’t burned too many bridges yet.
There was likely no hope for Damian anyways. Between the two of them there was an
unhealthy amount of competitiveness. Didn’t help that they’d both been trained by Bruce and
the League of Assassins. In theory they had a lot in common. In practice?

Mercifully, not long after Black Canary left, the alarm sounded in the Tower and the whole
team bailed out on some mission.

Missions were his favorite thing back when he was Robin. An opportunity to prove himself.
Now? They meant the whole tower to himself. He started in the briefing room, using the
computer to get as much information that he could on Starro.

Mind control.
Hero vs. hero.

Complete control.



Control.
Total control.

Jason groaned and went back up to the simulation room. He set it to old Batman simulations
so that he could take out some frustration on a familiar face. Back at the cave Jason had
learned the patterns of all of the programed simulations back when he was Robin. There was
no explaining how muscle memory followed him out of the Lazarus pit, but he’d been trying
it out on the simulations since he got to the Tower. One week, at least ten simulations a day
when he was able to, and not only was he able to beat the simulations, but he was able to
mimic them to a T. He wasn’t sure if he was proud or annoyed to know that Bruce still hadn’t
updated these programs.

Ten Batman fights won later, Jason’s ego was well-stroked and he decided to hit the showers
before the team was back. Even if he was going to try to ingratiate himself with the team, he
didn’t like having to deal with communal showers. High school wasn’t really a thing that
Jason dealt with much. He went to Gotham Academy briefly, sure. A couple years after
Bruce had taken him in he realized that he could only offer so much through homeschooling.
But it had barely been his first year when...

It wasn’t a matter of self-consciousness for the sake of childish embarrassment. Hell, it might
not even matter that he was so covered in scars. The rest of the team, however green, were all
heroes to some extent. That didn’t come without some violent encounters. Probably fewer
bullets...maybe...but one scar was sure to set him apart and he wasn’t willing to share it.

[Patient was a 14-year-old male with no known family history of health problems...]

Jason’s shower was quick. He was back in his room when the team returned, reading over the
Art of War again and again, trying to keep his mind grounded. One thought kept his head
spinning. One singular desire that left him feeling hollow and on edge.

God, he needed a cigarette.

The shitty thing was; no resident of Titan Tower was going to help him with acquiring his
bad-habit sticks. Vic may have been the only one old enough to even buy them aside from
Kori and Dick, of course. But no doubt, Dick wasn’t about to help with that particular
craving, which meant Kori was forbidden to (which might actually make her more inclined to
help him out, Jason noted), and Vic seemed a little too straight laced to bother about it.

Where was Roy when he needed him?

The craving kept Jason up until he finally decided he needed to get his mind off of it. The
clock on his wall said that it was almost one AM. Chances were everyone was out like a
light. He’d satisfy his craving with a different bad habit: late night snacking.

Upon reaching the kitchen, however, he found that he wasn’t alone.

Beast Boy was sitting around the kitchen island, staring down at a glass of...



“Is that scotch?”

The green guy covered his glass with his whole torso—a futile effort to hide it since the
bottle was still sitting next to him—and squeaked out, “O-of course not! H-how old do you
think [ am?”

Jason smirked and fetched a glass for himself. “I think you’re old enough to need a drink.
Just didn’t think anyone in this place had the means.”

Beast Boy smiled wearily. “Y-yeah well...sometimes it’s needed.” He picked up the bottle
and stared at Jason’s glass. “No ice?”

“It’s called ‘neat,”” Jason told him. “I’m not a scotch on the rocks kind of guy.” Beast Boy
shrugged and poured him a too-full glass that Jason didn’t dare note. “Do me a favor and
leave this out of your report to Canary next week,” Jason half-joked as he held his glass up.

Beast Boy’s cautious smile deepened just a little as he raised his glass to meet Jason’s. One
soft clink and they were both taking a generous drink.

Jason set his glass down first, honestly surprised to see Beast Boy still drinking. “So, tell me,
Green. What made tonight a scotch night?”

Beast Boy took one last hearty gulp and set his emptied glass down on the island.
“Prostitution ring dealing in trafficked kids.” He poured himself another gracious glass and
refilled what Jason had drank in his own. “We stopped it here. Got the kids out and
everything. But that’s not going to fix what’s been done to them. Plus, they’re just going into
the damned system. We saved them from one hell and left them in another.” He started
downing his second glass angrily.

Jason, feeling all too understanding of Beast Boy’s rage, stared at his glass. “They’re better
off,” he muttered, thinking back to when he had fallen through the cracks of the system
himself. “They might not see it right away, but it’s an opportunity.” He felt stupid for
repeating that damned word that Canary had thrown at him hours earlier. “Fuck.” He took
another drink but couldn’t finish the whole glass if he tried. When he set his glass down he
muttered, “Scotch isn’t really the kind of thing I’d throw back.”

Beast Boy scoffed. “Nah, but it’s effective. And I’ve got expensive taste...or [’ve got
expendable income. Whatever you want to call it.”

“Rich man adopt you out of an alleyway?”
“Nope. Actor.”
“You got adopted by an actor?”

Beast Boy laughed a little more openly this time. “Dude, no. I am an actor. Think about it. I
can play a person and an animal. Need a dog to do a crazy stunt? I’'m your dude. I’'m better
than any CGI generated creature.”

Jason raised an eyebrow to show he was impressed. “That’s...pretty cool actually.”



“It gets me some perks, sure.” Beast Boy was already pouring himself another glass. The
bottle was already half empty. “What’s got you up, uh, Red?”

The nickname was accepted in favor of maintaining the comfortable banter they had going
on. “Insomnia usually. We Bats don’t tend to do well resting at night. Of course, being a
prisoner here doesn’t really give me the exercise I usually need.”

“Well then why not get some of that energy out during the day with the rest of us?” Beast
Boy suggested, his face an amusing shade of red in spite his green complexion. “I mean,
damn! I was all excited to get another Robin on the team, even if just as a coach, but you’re
more Batman-like than Dick and Damian combined with all your ‘work alone’ bull crap.”

It was a rare occurrence for Jason, of all Robins, to be considered most like Bruce. He wasn’t
sure that he actually liked the sentiment. “What am I supposed to teach you? I’'m more
mercenary these days than hero.”

“Then teach me to shoot out someone’s kneecaps!” Beast Boy exclaimed a little too loudly.
“That’s not gonna kill anybody!”

Jason could beg to differ, but he figured reasoning with the drunken hero wasn’t worth it.
“Look, after talking with Canary today...I’m going to give this whole team thing a shot,
alright?”” He finished off his own glass after saying that, just trying to wash the idea down.
“Tell you what. I’ll give you star treatment if you help me with my other vice.”

Beast Boy burped, the scotch apparently hitting him hard. “Hmm?”

“Lucky Strikes. If you buy me a few packs here and there, Green, I’ll make the rest of the
team green with envy over how much favoritism I show you.”

Beast Boy pondered this for a minute. “You smoke?”’

“Green, [ grew up on the streets of Gotham and that’s not a metaphor. Just be happy smoking
and drinking are all I do.” Killing could be argued as a different kind of fix that he indulged
in, but then again, the same could be said about the adrenaline rush he got from any night
patrolling. “I’d get them myself, but this Starro shit’s pretty limiting.”

Beast Boy stood up quickly, nearly knocking over the bottle. “Ooh! I have the best idea! Dick
and Star are going to be in tomorrow! We can get them good!”

Jason poured himself another glass and smiled deviously. “Green, this could be the start of a
beautiful partnership.”

kskok

Dick stepped out of the elevator and into the entertainment room only to sigh. Jason was on
his knees, just off the edge of the couch, a glass of orange juice spilled on the coffee table in
front of him. “What did you do?” Dick asked in exasperation. While the command was
supposed to be handy, he had really hoped no one would feel the need to use it. He stepped
around to face Jason, who’s eyes flicked up at him upon approach.



“What did I do? You gave Damian a damned off switch for me! I’'m lucky the little shit
hadn’t taken more advantage of this stupid implant before now!”

Dick was going to kill that little jerk. “How long have you been like this?”” he asked, trying to
time out the three minutes.

Jason smirked, an odd motion for someone trapped. “Long enough for my nose to itch like
crazy. Help a brother out?”

Dick was annoyed with the mundane request, but crouched down to Jason’s level only to
notice something wriggling around in his shirt. “What the hell?”

A little green chipmunk popped out with a strip of aluminum tape in its mouth. It hopped out
at Dick, morphing into an octopus and latching onto his face. Dick scrambled backwards in
shock, trying desperately to pull Beast Boy off his face, when Jason swept a leg out and
knocked Dick onto his back. Beast Boy morphed into a lemur and hopped onto Jason’s
shoulders, having secured the tape over Dick’s mouth, and Jason twisted Dick’s right arm
behind his back, forcing him to roll over onto his stomach. Then, in one unforgiving motion,
Jason sat down on Dick’s back, holding him in place and knocking the wind out of him.

Jason was high-fiving the lemur when Starfire walked in.
“Jason? What is going on?”

Dick mumbled nonsense through the tape and squirmed under Jason’s weight. No doubt he
was seeking her help.

“Bonding time,” Jason said quickly. “Green and I were trying to show Dickie-boy how close
we’ve gotten. We’re good enough to take him down, see?”

Dick groaned and looked at Starfire imploringly.

Starfire smiled so brightly it may as well have blinded the boys. “It is most glorious to see
you finally spending the quality time with a Titan! Although, it looks oddly similar to the
way that Dick and I bond in more intimate ways,” she added, getting a strained exclamation
out of Dick, no doubt his way of trying to get her to stop talking.

Jason curled his lips in, trying not to laugh as Beast Boy’s eyes went big.

“Perhaps it would be prudent for us all to bond together in that intimate way? Will it
strengthen the team?”

Dick was all but screaming through the tape.

“Kori, you’re torturing the poor guy,” Jason conceded, poking at Dick’s nose with a finger.
“And you know better than to get a kid’s hopes up.” He barely tapped Beast Boy to show
how the green lemur had become statuesque in his surprise.

Starfire giggled and helped Jason to his feet. Dick scrambled the moment he was freed and
stood up, ripping the tape off his mouth with enough speed and force to make them all wince.



“What the hell, Jay!?”

“Calm down. No one but Vic that one time and Canary yesterday has even bothered with the
command word. I haven’t broken any house rules (he was glad he and Beast Boy had the
sense to hide all evidence of their drinking the night before). To be completely honest,
pretending to be under the command was Green’s idea.”

Dick ground his teeth, no doubt wanting more than anything to say the word that would force
Jason down, but he didn’t dare. “You’re...I can’t believe...ugh!”

Jason and Beast Boy snuck in a fist bump before Beast Boy leapt off Jason’s shoulders and
morphed into his human self. “You should have seen the look on your face, Dick! Ha! Too
good. Catch you later for some Assault and Battery Auto, Red?”

“I’ll show you how a real criminal racks up the points,” Jason replied, showing off as much
as possible for Dick. “So, what brings my favorite two not-so-teen Titans?”

Dick still looked poised for a fight, so Starfire explained, “We did not join the team on the
mission yesterday and received word from Victor that things did not go smooth like the butter
made from peanuts. He was most worried about Garfield, but it would seem that Garfield is
doing well.” She ran her fingers through her hair happily. “It is good to see you opening up,
Jason.”

Dick’s eye roll was all the gratification Jason needed. “What are teammates for?”

“Based on what I have seen of you and Roy, I had assumed teams were a thing of poorly
controlled chaos with regards to you,” she noted. “I suppose that has not changed.”

“Yippee for us,” Dick mumbled.

“Grayson!” Dick winced at the punctuated rage behind his name as Damian joined them.
“How dare you not report to me the moment you arrived!” Damian’s eyes locked on Jason
and his tantrum was brought on two-fold. “Is this uncouth ape of more importance to you
than our agreement?”

Jason cocked his head slightly, a devious grin dancing onto his lips. “Tell me you’re his bitch,
Dickie-Bird. Tell me that’s the case!”

“So help me, Jay, I’ll use the damned command just to shut you up,” Dick threatened.

“Doesn’t work that way,” Jason reminded him. “Get me on my knees and I’1l keep using my
mouth.”

“Holy phrasing, Batman! Did you just proposition Nightwing?” Dick and Jason went stone
stiff when Mia walked by, orange juice in one hand and plate of waffles in the other. “Always
did wonder what was going on in that Batcave...”

Jason broke out laughing while Dick sputtered, unable to process what she had suggested.
Mia, who had settled onto the couch, glanced back at Jason curiously. She swallowed a large



bite and pointed out, “Haven’t seen you around people before. Did Dinah scare some sense
into you?”

Jason gave her a wink that made her shudder. “More like I scared some sense into her. And I
must say, it’s not too bad a feeling, having a woman like that force you to your knees.”

A primal growl rippled low in Mia’s throat as she turned away from him and focused on her
breakfast. Dick smacked Jason on the arm, earning a quick yelp. “The fuck?”

“You’re a damned menace,” Dick spat.

Damian, realizing he had all but been forgotten, punched both Dick and Jason in the gut.
“This foolish behavior is unacceptable! Grayson! I expect you to acknowledge our
agreement!”

“Yeah, Dick. The princess wants his present.” Jason earned himself another gut punch but
took it laughing.

Dick sighed and motioned towards Starfire. She took a game case from seemingly nowhere—
it’s not like she had any pockets—and held it out to Damian excitedly. “It looks like a most
delightful game! Will we be joined by the others here to participate in it together?”

Jason eyeballed the cover as Damian snatched the game from her. “Oh no, this game will
require a different location. Todd! Make yourself useful and summon everyone to the
simulator!”

“A: I don’t take orders from toddlers. B: why in hell would anyone respond well to me
anyways?”

“Did I ask for back-talk, Todd?”” Jason felt the desire to murder a child, but if anything was
going to get him on Bat’s bad side faster than a killer-rampage through Arkham would.
“Consider it a challenge. Get everyone gathered and I’1l see you as at least a lesser human
being and not the pile of useless trash that you are.”

Jason scoffed. He had to tell himself that he wasn’t doing this to raise Damian’s already
annoying opinion of him, but a nagging voice in the back of his skull mocked him for
conceding.

Of course, conceding didn’t mean being any less of the asshole that Damian and Dick
expected of him. He made his way over to the elevator where the emergency button was. He
offered everyone a devilish smile before pushing the button. The alarm blared and indicated
where the button had been pressed. In a minute flat, the entirety of the Tower’s residents had
gathered in a state of confused panic. Jason glanced briefly at the clock on the wall,
wondering if he’d actually disturbed anyone’s slumber...it was almost noon...so he really
hoped not.

With everyone gathered (and Kid Flash 2.0 looking particularly out of breath), Dick sighed
loudly. Jason joined the group and cleared his throat loudly to get everyone’s attention.



“Damian got a new game and wanted all of his friends to play it with him,” Jason announced
loudly, earning many looks of bewilderment.

“Tell me you’re joking.” Raven’s look of sheer irritation was directed at Damian, making the
young Robin turn fifty shades of red.

“T-Todd...I’m going...to kill...you...” It was mouthed more than it was spoken, but it was a
better reaction than Jason could have hoped for.

Dick was pinching the bridge of his nose and massaging the spots between his eyes as if that
were enough to quiet the headache that was Jason’s very presence. “Disregard the emergency
call,” he told them, exhaustion over the morning’s events still prominent in his voice.
“Damian...does have a video game that he thought would be a good challenge for Cyborg
and a good means of team building.”

“Challenge? How so?” Victor wondered.

“It’s...it’s a VR game,” Damian offered, still embarrassed by the attention Jason had gotten
him. “I thought...I thought that rather than use the correct equipment to view the game as a
single person, perhaps you could adjust it so that the simulator could create a virtual
experience via 3D simulation.”

Vic smirked and Damian’s murder eyes returned. “Don’t worry about it, Rob. I’ve got you
covered. What’s the game?

Chapter End Notes

Thus ends the quick posting for a bit. I need to work on the next couple of chapters a
little more closely. Hope you enjoy!



Five Nights at Mama Mae's

Chapter Summary

Jason and the Titans test out a recently released beta for a VR game that Damian and
Raven are huge fans of. With the help of Cyborg and the training room, they're able to
take the VR to a whole new level for the entire team to enjoy.

An odd set of secrets is unveiled throughout their playthrough, leading them to
something bigger than anyone was prepared for.

Chapter Notes

Heyo! Sooo, when I first started writing "Probation," go figure, it was around when
FNAF VR was first released. I'm a horror nut, so even though I don't own the game, I
had to keep up with the latest info in order to continue to enjoy the ridiculous franchise.

Well, this story itself shouldn't have turned towards my slash fics (as a little hint, there is
a horror game or two I've crossed with the batboys which will be used in the near
future). Silly me, I didn't finish it when the game first came out and now I'm fighting to
catch up again. For all hardcore FNAF fans, [ am sorry. It's not 100% accurate, I'm short
one whole level (parts and repairs fans, I'm sorry, I only had so many people), and I've
repurposed everything for my own benefit. Usually I'm more of a character and motives
swapper, but in this case, I thought it'd be fun to throw something into the mix that felt a
little more like the old Teen Titans cartoon. Kudos to everyone who gets the reference
implied in the game's title.

Anywho, I hope this doesn't deter anyone. It's skippable if you want. The next chapter
will have more action, I swear, as the FNAMME (Five Nights at Mama Mae Eye's) arc
ends. Thanks to all who have been patient with me. Hope you still find this enjoyable!

“Five nights at Mama Mae’s? This does NOT bode well.”

Beast Boy stood in the middle of the simulation while Vic set it up, calibrating it based on
Beast Boy’s height (they checked and, with Jason, Vic, and Starfire being the outliers, Beast
Boy was about the average height).

“BB, quit acting like you’re wearing a headset and just move naturally,” Vic instructed. “The
environment’s crazy-well set up already. This is way ahead of most VR gaming. You said this
is a popular game, Rob?”



“It’s still in the Beta stages,” Damian said, somewhat standoffishly, as if having it before full
release were some big deal. “Grayson owed me a favor, so he waited in line for an early

copy.”

Dick hid his face and whispered to Starfire, “It’s his reward for not bringing Alfred here.”
Jason, having overheard, raised an eyebrow.
“The cat. He named the cat Alfred.”

“Right. ‘Cuz that makes him seem less crazy,” Jason said with a dramatic eyeroll. He was
trying to be sociable. Didn’t mean he had to drop his guard. “Why is it I picked today to be a
nice guy? I’'m starting to think I should have waited until, I don’t know, next month at least?”
“Quit playing lone bad boy, Red!” Beast Boy exclaimed as the game’s opening screen
appeared for everyone to see. “Chill and have some fun with...with...” Beast Boy started
leaning from side to side, eyes fixed on the middle animatronic, which vaguely resembled a
giant bat-human hybrid. “Duuuude, this thing’s eyes are following me, and it is unsettling.”

Jason could feel the other residents’ eyes burning into him after Beast Boy’s statement, but he
used the opportunity to appear more approachable. “I’m here, aren’t I, Green? Now come on.
Show us how a real gamer handles a game like this.”

Beast Boy punched the air a few times before tapping the “START” button.

{Welcome to Mama Mae’s VR experience!} The voice on the speakers made everyone tense.
It was simultaneously shrill and soothing, like the big bad wolf had just swallowed a whole
gallon of honey in order to sound like a granny goat (Jason was pretty sure he’d mixed up his
fairy tales—which he’d look up to correct himself later—but the point was still there...). This
voice was predatory and barely masked. But it was just a video game. . .right?

{There have been many unseemly rumors surrounding Mama Mae’s business over the years.
Questions about what the mystery meat is in Mama’s Mystery Meat Pizza Pies, safety
warnings being ignored in play structures, corners being cut with animatronics...not to
mention all of those pesky little lawsuits and incidents that have more or less been
embellished with all sorts of lies by the media. Well, in good-natured self-deprecating humor,
Mama has worked with some developers to bring you this thrill-full VR experience!}

The entire room went dark, making the Titans jump.

“S-sorry! I can make the virtual environment, but to complete the atmosphere, I’'m going to
work the lights in here too. And, well, heads up. This game relies a lot on sounds from
multiple directions, so I’m linking it into the speakers too,” Victor explained.

“This is awesome.” The slight accent to Jason’s left. Must have belonged to Blue Beetle...
Jaime, if he remembered right. “Full gaming experience! We should ditch the entertainment
system and do this with all of our games!”



“I’'m all for that, but that’s not exactly easy. I think I can manage this with VR games, but it
might be a little much with stuff not already formatted for a three dimensional and interactive
environment.” Victor. His voice was easy. Plus: the red dot that was his cybernetic eye would
move just a bit more whenever he spoke.

“So uh, what kind of game is this anyways?” Uncertainty and a tentative tone. Still unsure of
his place. Jason hadn’t seen him much, but this had to be the other Wally. “I’m good with
some shooters, but this doesn’t look anything like a shooter.”

“Horror.”
‘CEep!’Q
Jason wasn’t sure who had yelped, but he knew that monotonous voice well enough.

“It’s a horror simulation game,” Raven went on. Jason hoped he wasn’t the only one
surprised by her knowledge of a video game. She seemed more like the sheltered, no-tech-
type. “The latest installment in a series with an oddly fanatic cult following.”

“But the game appeared as such an adorable thing complete with the many collectible
animals of the stuffed nature!”” Kori was at least easy to pick out. Hell, even in the dark there
was a soft glow about her. “I picked out some of the bat for Dick and Jason! There was a blue
one and a red one! Ooh, where did I put them?”

“Let’s wait until the lights are on, Kor,” Dick suggested when the sound of something metal
hitting the floor happened near Kori.

The scenery around Beast Boy changed so that he was standing in front of a work desk with a
touch pad control panel, a couple buttons, a particularly old fashioned-looking flip switch
attached to a wooden box, and a curtain hanging up behind it all. “Duuude.” Beast Boy’s first
instinct was to flip the switch. There was a disappointing clunk sound and some sparks
emitted from the box, but nothing happened. “Well that’s a let-down.” He flipped it back and
continued to look around the desk. He ventured to pick up a stuffed animal sitting by the
touch screen and whistled when he was able to hold it and manipulate it as if it were actually
there.

“BB, there’s a whole area behind you,” Jaime pointed out.

“You can join him in the scenario,” Victor noted. “I had to tweak a couple things to make the
environment a little more realistic, so in theory you should both be able to exist in the same
area.”

“Awesome!” Jaime and Wally both joined in. Wally leaned over Beast Boy’s shoulder,
checking out the options while Jaime went to the opposite side of the environment where a
sort of prize counter stood with countless toys and snacks available in exchange for coins.

“Looks like there’re different scenarios available,” Wally pointed out, tapping the screen
along with Beast Boy. “Six in all. Soo, two of us to a scenario?”



“Works for me! I’ll do the first scenario! Something called ‘Old Restaurant.” Looks like
there’s five levels. Who’s in?”

“Hey, I’m already here. It’s you and me, Beast Boy,” Wally exclaimed, bracing himself for
whatever was coming.

Jaime stepped off to the side and Beast Boy selected the first level. The setting around them
changed so that he and Wally were at a desk with an old spinning fan, junk and trash
scattered about everywhere, a monitor with a touch screen connected to it, and buttons to
either side of them showing “door” and “light.”

“Uhh, Damian? Care to fill us in on the goal here?” Wally called out, tapping a couple of the
squares scattered about on the touch screen. Each one he tapped brought up security camera
footage in different parts of what looked like a closed restaurant.

“The phone’s going to ring,” Damian claimed. Seconds later the old phone rang loud enough
to make Beast Boy yelp. “Answer it. It’ll give you the basics.”

Beast Boy picked up the phone and quickly set it to speaker for everybody’s benefit.

{Hello, hello?} The voice belonged to a man, though it sounded almost too animated, which
Jason supposed was expected of a videogame. {Uh, I wanted to record a message to help you
get settled in on your first night. Um, I actually worked in that office before you. I'm
finishing up my last week now, as a matter of fact. So, I know it can be a bit overwhelming,
but I’'m here to tell you there’s nothing to worry about. }

“Uhh, weren’t there three guys in that room?” Beast Boy brought up as Wally continued to
cycle through security feeds. He swapped back to the stage where the blue bat, and green
parrot animatronic were staring directly at the camera in the room. “Yeah, I definitely
remember a cat...”

{Uh, let’s see, first there’s an introductory greeting from the company that I’'m supposed to
read. Uh, it’s kind of a legal thing, you know. Um, ‘Welcome to Mama Mae’s Pizza Pies, a
magical place for kids and grown-ups alike, where fantasy and fun come to life. Mama Mae’s
Entertainment is not responsible for damage to property or person. Upon discovering that
damage or death has occurred, a missing person report will be filed within 90 days, or as
soon as property and premises have been thoroughly cleaned and bleached, and the carpets
have been replaced.’}

“Cuz that’s super reassuring,” Wally mumbled just before finding the blue cat animatronic on
a different security feed. “Whoa. These things are moving? Why are these things moving?
What are they doing?”

{Uh, the animatronic characters here do get a bit quirky at night, but do I blame them? No. If
I were forced to sing those same stupid songs for twenty years and I never got a bath? I’d
probably be a bit irritable at night too. So, remember, these characters hold a special place in
the hearts of children and we need to show them a little respect, right? Okay. So, just be
aware, the characters do tend to wander a bit. Uh, they’re left in some kind of free roaming
mode at night. Uh...something about their servos locking up if they get turned off for too



long. Uh, they used to be allowed to walk around during the day too, but then there as The
Bite of ’93. Yeah. It’s amazing that the human body can live without the frontal lobe, you
know?}

“They’re violent? The freaky animal-robots are violent? Perfect!” Wally snapped, suddenly.

“Dude, it’s VR. Nothing’s going to actually—" Beast Boy looked over his shoulder to the left
and tapped the button labeled “LIGHT,” only to be face to face with a large black cat
animatronic which seemed to be staring him down.

“OHHOLYNOPENOTTODAY SATAN!” Beast Boy punched the “DOOR” button a little too
hard and a door dropped down, sealing the hellish animatronic outside. Heart racing, he
stumbled back and bumped into Wally. “You all saw that, right?”

Damian was laughing hysterically from the sidelines. “If I had known how good this was
going to be, I’d have tried the older editions of this game on you guys!”

“Dude, the bird’s gone too!” Wally pointed out as he continued to frantically flip between the
security feeds. “And...wait, is that gauge important?”

“If you use too many things that waste electricity—such as the security cameras, lights, and
doors—you will drain the generator’s power,” Raven began to explain. “When that gauge hits
zero, usage of all such things will become impossible.”

“B-b-but the robots will shut down too, right?”” Beast Boy hoped.

“Why would they?”” Raven said without a hint of concern. “They’re not connected to the
generator.

The duo whimpered as Wally did one last visual sweep before shutting the screen off. Beast
Boy tapped the light switch on and off at the door he’d left shut and, upon confirming that
nothing was waiting for them on the other side, he raised the door and poked his head into the
dimly lit hallway. “I sufficiently hate this.”

“So how can they tell if something’s coming if checking things is dangerous?”” Strong,
feminine voice. Reminded Jason of Diana, so he figured it was safe to assume it was Donna
speaking.

“Use their resources sparingly,” was all that Raven had to offer.

Damian had caught his breath long enough to add, “Would now be a bad time to mention that
there are four animatronics?”’

“Four?” Wally flipped the screen back on and was using super speed to check things only to
land on the feed labeled ‘Pirate’s Cove’ in time to see a creepy looking hyena animatronic
stepping off of the one-man stage. “Ohhh hell no.”

“Just make sure that it stays at the cove,” Raven instructed. “If it’s left, it’s coming for you.”



Beast Boy whimpered and rapidly flickered the lights on either side of them. Before anything
else could happen, a clock bell sounded and their surroundings faded to a chorus of cheering
children. Beast Boy morphed into a sloth and sprawled out on his back to show his relief.
“That...was horrifying...”

“Look, we won a prize,” Wally pointed out. Sitting where the screen had been was a jack in
the box on a lone stool.

Beast Boy was human again and cowering behind Wally. “It’s a trap! Or, or, some kinda
bomb!”

Wally took the handle and slowly turned it, the usual ‘Pop Goes the Weasel’ tune playing
until the top popped open (drawing a squeak out of Beast Boy) and a plush version of the cat
animatronic popped out.

“Be careful, Gar. I think it bites,” Wally teased, taking the plush and waving it around in
Beast Boy’s face. After a bit of them messing around, their surrounding switched back to the
stage selection area and the prize counter. “Well, I think we’ve earned a break. Who’s next?”

“I would be liking to try the game!” Kori exclaimed, floating into the scenario. “Dick, would
you be doing me the honors?”

Jason smirked. For a guy who lived by the law of the Batman, Dick wasn’t exactly known for
being of strong constitution when it came to all things of the horror genre. Still, he’d never
show weakness in front of his girl.

“Tap out, BB. Guess it’s our turn,” Dick said as he stepped into the scenario. Wally and Beast
Boy made their way back over to the darkness and Dick went right to the prize counter.
“Looks like you guys earned a few coins by winning that last round,” he commented. He
scrolled through the prize options and selected a basketball. An odd crane of sorts dropped
down from above and opened up to reveal his prize. He picked up the ball and dribbled it a
few times. “How do you manage to give things textures, Vic?”

“Hyper-realism,” Victor began. “This game is well set up. So well that it only takes some
minor adjustments to basically trick your brains into perceiving things as real. You’re not
really holding a basketball, but because of how realistic the ball appears and responds to your
movements, your brain fills in the gaps.”

“Couldn’t that be dangerous?” Wally wondered. “I mean, if those animatronic things are
programmed to attack and we can’t tell the difference between virtual and actual reality—"

“It’s all in your head. See; Dick, try to clap your hands while holding the ball.”

Dick did just that and his hands fell right through the ball, meeting each other to clap while
the ball showed a digital glimmer to it. “Weird.” He moved his hands out so that he was
holding the ball again and tossed it high, knocking something off the prize wall. It landed
with a clatter behind the counter. “Oops.” Having apparently chosen to ignore Victor’s
explanation, Dick moved as if to lay on his stomach over the counter to see what had fallen
only to belly flop onto the floor, his body going through the counter.



Jason, Damian, and Beast Boy’s laughter rocked through the training room.

Dick’s feet kicked up as he located the item he’d knocked over. “What’s this?”” He got back to
his feet, awkwardly walked through the counter, and over to Starfire. “Is there a cassette
player over here?”

“I do not believe I am familiar with such a thing.” She scrolled through the available levels,
poked around at the junk on the table, and then flipped the switch connected to the wooden
box.

This time the box gave off a spark and the whole room went dark. “Vic? What’s happening?”
No response.
“Vic?”

The scenario returned, this time bathed in black light with colors that were off-kilter and too
bright. There was also faint, off-key music playing over the speakers, as if it was moving
about the room. “What the heck?”

“S-sorry. Lot of adjustments were made there,” Victor eventually said. “Looks like this is an
unfinished bonus area. According to the game files, it’s been set up but hasn’t been
authorized for gameplay yet. Must have been a glitch that let us get in.”

“Awesome!” Damian shouted. “I’ll bet no one else gets this side of the Beta.”

“Yeah, well, most people don’t get this level of VR experience either, Pip Squeak,” Jason
pointed out.

“Oh, there is a button that I do not recall having.” Starfire pressed the button without
hesitation and suddenly the environment changed to a small closed of room with a tape
player. “This is part of the scariness, no?”

“No, this is just what I was looking for. Hang on.” Dick put the tape in the player and pressed
play.

{Hello? Can you hear me? Don’t exit this room, okay? This isn’t a mistake. This room isn’t a
mistake. [ had to hide these logs away from the core gameplay files, in a place that only a
beta tester would look and in a place where the files could be protected. I just really, really
hope that the next development team finds this before the game is released to the public.

{This game has some kind of malicious code in it that we haven’t been able to fully contain
or even understand for that matter. We’re over budget and out of time. But that’s not the
reason that we’re shutting down. Listen, I have to keep this short so the file size will be small
enough to fly under the radar. There are more. You have to find them.}

Jason whistled.

“This game’s kind of meta,” Jaime noted.



“Vic, you sure there’s nothing weird going on?”” Dick asked.

No response.

“Vic?”

Starfire hit the button again and they were back in the unnervingly colorful area.
“Victor?”

“Yeah?”

“You okay?”

“Hm? I’m fine, why?”

Before Dick could explain, Starfire flipped the switch again and their surroundings returned
to the dimly lit version that they’d gotten used to. “I do not understand why a place intended
for consumption of food would become something so mysterious. Let us proceed! I wish to
partake in the horror!”

Dick sighed and tapped the selection screen so that it showed the second option of
challenges, which showed a picture of a more open area for the first night. He selected it and
their surroundings changed to a very open office of sorts that looked out into a checkered
hallway. Dick and Starfire were both behind a desk with a phone, a monitor, a flashlight, and
a bat and cat mask sitting on both sides.

“I do not understand. What are we to do with these things?”

“I’11 tell you now, if you don’t keep the music box wound up, you’re not going to make it
through the night,” Damian hollered.

“Music box?” Dick scrolled through the different security camera feeds on the monitor and
noticed that, upon switching to the prize corner, there was an additional button that read
‘music box,” and with each passing second the gauge slowly drained. He tapped it and not
much happened, so he held his finger to it and the gauge rose, as if he were winding it up.
“Okay, so what happens if we forget about it?”

“Do you really want to know?”

Dick shuddered. “No, not particularly.”

The phone started to ring and Starfire went to answer it only for Dick to snatch it off the
receiver and slam it back down. “I don’t want to be told we’re in another death trap!” Dick
piped.

“I thought this was only a game?” Starfire wondered.

Damian proceeded to tell them the mechanics as quickly as he was able with the game
already going and no pause option available that they were aware of. Dick was not pleased to
know that, while Beast Boy and Wally had dealt with only four animatronics, they were



dealing with over a dozen. The only relief was that the same mechanic handled the majority
of them; throwing on the animal masks to trick them into believing they were also
animatronics. The rest were taken care of with either the flash light or the music box. There
was still a gauge for power to worry about, but it didn’t drain nearly as much as it did for
Beast Boy and Wally.

Starfire did minimal work and seemed rather annoyed with Dick’s franticness as he
scrambled all over the desk, doing everything he could to keep the animatronics at bay. When
the bell tolled, 5:00 AM showed in the middle of the room as it went dark, and children
cheered. Dick dropped to the floor in relief and Starfire crossed her arms and huffed. “I fail to
see how that was supposed to incite fear.”

“Looks like Dickwad’s all out of fear to offer,” Jason joked.

“Ha ha.” Dick got back to his feet just as Starfire started to turn the crank for their jack-in-
the-box prize. As it popped open, Dick hit the deck again like a grenade had been thrown at
him.

“Ah! This is exactly the stuffed toy that I got for you!”” She proceeded to show Dick the
ridiculously plush version of the blue bat animatronic. “See? It made me think of you, just as
the red one made me think of Jason.”

Dick groaned as their surroundings returned to the main area. “How many more levels are
there?”

“Is it not obvious based on the title?”” Confident woman’s voice. Likely the wannabe Wonder
Woman. “Five nights means five levels, I would think.”

“And here Father thinks you’re the next great detective,” Damian remarked. “Now, is it my
turn to show off?”” He stepped up and Dick let out a sigh of relief.

One skilled motion had Dick rolling backwards off of the floor and back onto his feet, excited
to exit the scenario and let Damian take over. Upon standing up he turned around and yelped,
throwing himself backward and onto the floor again. Right where he’d recovered stood a
barely visible animatronic cat with large yellow eyes.

“Well that is the unusual,” Starfire noted, approaching the see-through animatronic curiously.
“Cyborg, can you explain what this is doing outside of the challenges?”

“Uhh. It’s a little weird, but I’m not picking up anything being there,” Victor admitted. “I
mean, [ see it, [’'m obviously projecting it, but as far as data goes, it shouldn’t exist.”

Damian stepped over Dick, making him yelp yet again, and examined the animatronic
closely. “It’s not responsive. Must be some glitch in the data. We are beta-testing the game,
after all. Such issues are not unheard of. Now, who would like to partake in the third
challenge with me?”

Jaime stepped into the scenario. “Can’t let you show me up. After all, I’'m the Street Kombat
King.”



Starfire all but dragged Dick off to the sidelines so that the boys could take over.

Damian wasted no time setting up their round, picking the third set of challenges and starting
the scenario. They were placed in a control room of sorts directly next to an opened air vent
on the floor. Damian proceeded to work the control panel like a pro, checking halls, swapping
opened sections of the air vents, and updating systems as they went down. There was little for
Jaime to do but keep a lookout for any animatronics that never came. The night ended
without incident and they were taken to their jack-in-the-box.

“Well that was stupid.”

“I...I forgot that the third game started with nothing,” Damian admitted. “Worry not, Reyes.
If I am correct, we may have a true challenge ahead of us.”

Jaime scoffed. “We’d better. But while keeping watch, I did find this.” He held up a video
cassette and Damian smiled.

“Intriguing. Let us claim our prize and see what this tape has to offer.” He cranked the box
and a bag of chips popped out. He picked it up and waved it around curiously. “What are we
to do with these?” He held the bag close to his face and it suddenly disappeared with a
comical crunching sound. “Childish.”

“Says the guy playing a game about killer kiddie restaurants,” Jason brought up. “Go check
out the tape already.”

The setting moved back to the main area and Jaime flipped the switch, swapping it to the
hyper-colored version.

“Before you check the tape!” Jason said quickly. “Robo-Cop, you still listening?”
No response.

“Vic? What’s up, dude?” Beast Boy tried.

Nothing.

“Safe to assume something about this place is messing with his mainframe,” Dick offered as
if he hadn’t been cowering behind Starfire since their turn ended. “Try not to spend too much
time in the glitch zone.”

Damian just rolled his eyes and proceeded to the office space with the tape player. “Hurry up
then, Reyes. Let’s hear the secret.”

Jaime did just that and everyone listened intently.

{I saw it for the first time today. There was a character, I couldn’t make out who it was,
standing at the end of th